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Dedication 


This work is in response to—and is a eulogy for—all 
those philosophers who have committed suicide over the 
last few years because their work was not so much 
ignored as it was suppressed. 
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Introduction 2.0 



Oh! The state of the world! 

In all its complexity, grace and wonder, the world 
around me today flourishes with the wisps and aroma of 
a garden that has been around for centuries. As I make 
my way, a pace steady and true, the differing colors and 
smells overwhelm my senses. I wonder aloud, “What is 
this garden? How did it all come to be?” 

The questions never seem to cease ... 

Sown, never harvested, even the weeds endlessly 
bloom. 

But where and when will all this finally end? Some 
say that eventually this creation will bump up against 
Heaven and Hell. Science says it’s an event horizon 
standing beyond our reach, an end for sure, but yet 
unseen? Either way these are both extremes, visions of 
an end that fill others with belief. But I see these things 
more as a blinding light—that so far has failed to stop me 
from seeing and believing ... 

in an endless combination of perspective and diversity 
that will grow far beyond any real or imagined wall we 
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may or may not ever live to see. 

This work is about my seeds in this garden. 

In the pages that follow you will find a philosophy 
many—particularly those in the Western world—are not 
ready for. It will be up to you, the reader, to determine 
what is analogy, metaphor or allegory within these essays. 

What makes up the future, the past and the present 
will be of your choosing. 

Fact, fiction and reality will be presented to you on a 
plate that cannot be described as cold or hot, neither 
here or there. It could be the world that Nostradamus 
wrote about or it could be one where Einstein believed: 
“God does not play dice!” The truth you discover will be 
your own. 

If you want to understand this work, bring your 
online and bound dictionary! 

Bring your thesaurus! 

Bring your encyclopedia! 

But don’t bring any pre-conceived misconceptions or 
you will be thoroughly disappointed. 

Bring your desire to see the newest flowers within 
this garden and appreciate their aroma! 

And bring a shovel—you’ll need it. 


12 


















vp:Layout 


e 


1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



Introduction. 2.1 


My first impression was of cold. 

Cold, that little city in the middle of nowhere on the 
Canadian prairies called Winnipeg. 

That is where I come from. 

I could not wait to get going in life and see what this 
world had in store for me. Looking back, all these years 
later, I can now see the hidden meaning behind that 
drive and need to look out beyond myself and my 
hometown. 

I was on a quest. And I will relate to you, here and 
now, exactly where that quest began and in what manner 
and form it would take ... 

I was in the sixth grade and had just finished my 
science project on nuclear power. I had poured months 
of research into the project and scoured numerous books 
on the subject of nuclear power and nuclear weapons. 

Considering the fact that this was during the height 
of the Cold War I thought the topic was, well, topical. I 
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had copied down pages and pages and drew diagram 
after diagram of how a nuclear reactor worked and even 
went into some detail about the physics involved. 

I thought for sure I was going to be graded an “A”. I 
handed my project in with an air of smugness, knowing 
in my heart that I had done more than what was 
necessary or required. But instead of my “A”, I received a 
lecture on how I had plagiarized the works of others. 
And further to wit, my teacher said I had not “shown any 
real understanding” of what I had read or written down. 
The train of thought she was riding came to a screeching 
halt in my ears with her conclusion that, based upon 
these facts, she might have to consider the whole project 
a failure. 

I asked her how I was to put the scientific process of 
creating “heavy water” into my own words. 

It was this statement that must have convinced her I 
knew what I was talking about, because in the end I got 
an A+ + . 

But what she said did make sense. 

It is that position, or that major theme, that has 
threaded its way through two volumes of work. It is here 
in this third volume that you will see even more of this 
world from—and in—“my own words.” 
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Introduction. 2.2 



This work deals with a realm of thought called 
virtual philosophy. It encompasses many subjects and 
many fields of interest. Some may view the topics I write 
about as their own chosen fields of expertise, but that 
would be a misunderstanding of my intentions and my 
goals. I am merely borrowing your points of inquiry and 
study to shape and form the basis of my own. 

You see, virtual philosophy is a plane of thought and 
existence that requires the defined input of others to 
help in the definition of its own meaning. These other 
inputs I speak of must be structured with scope and 
depth. They must be well defined but they do not 
necessarily need to be concrete in their reference to 
existence. These inputs can be defined by measurements 
or they can even be interpreted by statistics. But no 
matter what shape these inputs take, what each must 
have is a minimum of form and structure so one can say 
they do exist. Some would call or define these inputs as 
concepts and ideas, and I would say you would not be 
wrong in that interpretation. 

Now, when you place these concepts and ideas side 
by side and begin to examine them in pairs, you begin to 
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see the structure of virtual philosophy emerge. I have 
always found it interesting that between “this and that,” 
between this duality, that dichotomy, or, for that matter, 
a simple juxtaposition of ideas and concepts beside each 
other, there is a space called the middle. 

This middle is what defines my view of virtual 
philosophy. And nothing amplifies this middle any better 
than the comparison of opposites. And that is what you 
will see as you make your way through this work. From 
politics and its Left and Right, to the steely-eyed glare 
Science and Religion level at each other across the great 
divide, to every other polarizing point of opinion the 
human mind can come up with; all have been my 
fascination and many are explored here within. 

But don’t be fooled. There is much more to this 
world and work of virtual philosophy than merely 
comparing opposites. Duality and dichotomy have a 
great reach in all areas of human endeavor. It is also very 
important between you and me... 

Fortunately (or unfortunately, depending how you 
look at it) I have rejected both Church and University. 
But don’t take this statement the wrong way; I have 
thrown away neither my regard for knowledge and 
intellectualism nor my belief in faith. 

I simply recognized early on that participating in 
either one of these systems would seriously undermine 
my ability to live and work in the atmosphere I am most 
comfortable with, that being this idea of the middle. 
Each one, of course, has tried to persuade me that their 
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side of any debate was the right one for me. But as you 
will see, the middle is where I am at my best. It is the 
path that Socrates was the first to travel. To him I owe 
much gratitude and thanks. It is the blazing path he 
embarked upon which offers the real prize in life. It’s a 
path built not upon money, property or collective self- 
worth and the idea of utopia, but rather a prize of 
individual fulfillment and integrity that not only lifts the 
burden upon one’s soul about the need to get into 
paradise, but also allows you to stand in the physical 
world of the empiricist and truly say, “I can see.” 

The best example I can think of that will open your 
eyes and help you better understand this world of virtual 
philosophy would be to revisit the last general election in 
the United States in 2004. Nothing can illuminate for 
you any more clearly this space called the middle than 
the outcome of that election and how it was defined by 
the political Left and Right. 

The overall turnout for the election was roughly 
40%. A full 60% of eligible voters stayed away from the 
ballot box. Within those numbers, each party—both 
Democratic and Republican—got roughly half of that 
40%. 

With the 20% of the vote that the Democratic Party 
received they enthusiastically, and with much fanfare, 
stated that the majority of America had voted for 
change. As you can see, the middle continues to grow. 
And because of this fact, virtual philosophy becomes the 
high ground. 

The greatest truth to be found in walking down the 
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middle road is that it is a path which never wavers. It will 
always move forward and needs not diverge to find its 
way. Unlike the path that most find themselves on today, 
the path of extremism, either left or right or whatever 
polar opposite you favor, must always cross my path—the 
middle ground—to reach its adversary on the other side. 
And each time these paths move towards their opposite, 
the ranks of its followers become smaller and smaller and 
the strength of the middle grows. 

That is why I believe the middle, wherever and 
however it exists, is the place to be. It is here where 
reasoned and logical men and women must concentrate 
their efforts and understanding. 

That is why I wrote this work about virtual 
philosophy. 
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Introduction 2.3 

I bring no accreditation or approved credentials in 
any field of scientific study by any recognized institution 
to this debate. I am not a recognized philosopher by my 
peers. 

I am, however, well read. 

All I can claim to be is a philomath. I know in my 
heart and mind I am a philosopher, but that distinction 
and honor will have to come over time and with the 
public opinion of the people in the two systems I have 
rejected. 

As to the contents of this work, I bring only 
experience and a belief in my good intentions to 
understand and convey to others this world of virtual 
philosophy I live in. 



19 




















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 





















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




After The CliiLdreiTs Section, 

It Was Off to Philosophy ... 

I was about nine years old when my parents let me go 
downtown on the bus by myself, alone, for the very first 
time. 

I grew up in the suburbs of Winnipeg and it was my 
mother who introduced me to the idea of going 
downtown. It was where she liked to shop. Even on 
Saturdays my father would take me by car to this area, 
which to me, at the time, existed so far away from the 
reality of my little life it was like going to a different 
world. 

My generation will understand this netherworld of 
“downtown.” But for many today, downtown is a place 
most children do not go. The suburb is where they exist 
and have everything provided for them. It is where and 
how they grow up. It is also a place where they are 
expected to find all their adventure and fun. The 
context and definition of the suburb is, by design, safe 
and unprovocative. This was true for me as well. 

My time was before the local big box store shopping 
mall, the local movie multiplex; even the idea of the strip 
mall was so new most stood unfinished and empty. All that 
I ever found in my suburb were parks, houses and schools. 
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It was only by going downtown that I could have fun. 

It was there that I got my feet wet in terms of 
understanding who I was and what I liked. 

Thinking back now on those trips, I see that it didn’t 
take very long for me to develop my own little routine for 
those Saturday getaways. 

My friends from school would often phone, but I 
would tell them I was going downtown. Each time they 
would ask if they could come I would say, “Sure!” 

But that was quickly dashed by their parents once it 
was learned that there would be no supervision, no legal 
guardian or parental control on this adventure. 

Secretly, I knew they would not be allowed but I 
never let on. 

I would sit up front on that bus and talk the ear off 
every bus driver I met. The trip would take about 40 
minutes. 

Once downtown, I would go to my favorite 
restaurant, The Barbeque, for a quick meal. I would have 
my favorite meal: spaghetti and meatballs with a coffee. 
I would always leave a tip. 

And most importantly, I would sit at the counter. 

The counter was a great place. It was a place where 
you could meet the most interesting people, I thought, 
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who could ever exist. At that counter I once met a 
ballerina from the Royal Winnipeg Ballet who took me 
to her rehearsal. It was also from here that I once met a 
priest who showed me one of the oldest churches in the 
city. 



The counter was also a place that allowed me to see 
my future, revealed to me by a lady who would read my 
tea leaves and tell me where I was going. 

I listened with great interest to these predictions 
every Saturday. Did I believe what she said? That’s hard 
to say. But I did pay attention to see if her predictions for 
the week would come true. 

And no matter whether or not she got it right, I 
always left a tip. 

After my lunch it was off to the movies to learn from 
others who, like me, lived by the motto and motif of 
adventure. James Bond was my favorite. I still can’t 
believe I sat through Moonraker 8 times one summer! 

After the movie it was off to the arcade. As luck 
would have it, my father signed a card for me one day 
that allowed me to venture off within those walls of 
digital bliss on my own. To me that card was worth more 
than gold. One of the first things I did every week was 
look to see if my high scores still stood from my last visit. 

Most times they didn’t but sometimes they did. 

It was in places with names like “Long John Silver’s” 
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and “Circus Circus” that I spent a kid’s fortune. The 
hours I spent standing atop those Coke boxes playing 
video games and pinball machines! The best part of it all 
was that no matter how far I got in the game I could 
always go further with the next quarter. 

And when that last quarter was gone, it was off to 
the greatest place on earth: the library. 

The Winnipeg Centennial Library stood across the 
street from the bus stop that would take me home. 

I would always stop in to see what was new. It’s 
funny, but I can’t remember the last book I read from the 
children’s section. But I do remember the first book I 
read from the adult section. It was by a philosopher by 
the name of Plato—and it was about the trial of a man 
named Socrates. 

Looking back now, I guess I never really caught the 
bus home that day. 
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Beyond die Simplistic Arguments of 
Evolution and Intelligent Design 

o o 



It is hard to believe that in the last thousand years all 
we have done is gone from arguing how many angels one 
can fit on the head of a pin to the number of dimensions 
one needs to make strings of energy dance. 

And this is completely the fault of today’s 
philosopher. For too long now the philosopher has been 
a little too eager to push the apple cart in whichever 
direction the worlds of science and religion want it to go. 

For too long now the philosopher has prostituted 
himself to the sciences and seen his services pimped out 
by the Church. And the philosophers or so-called 
thinkers who have called themselves by this pseudonym 
have dutifully gone along in the name of profit. 

Philosophy was created to keep these two disciplines 
of human thought in check. In essence, the philosopher 
is the referee of life. Fie is the referee because he knows 
all the rules of this game and is not bound to accept any 
of them as right or wrong. 

Think of it as the ingredients needed to make a good 
cup of coffee: science is the bean, philosophy is the sugar 
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and religion is the milk. Taken separately they each have 
their own existence and their own properties. But put 
them together in the right amounts and in the right way, 
and you get a great cup of coffee that can really satisfy. 

But today science and the realm of religion have 
been overtaken by both fundamentalism and 
irrationalism. The day of open and unfettered research 
and useful individual spiritual growth are long gone. 

It is only in the discipline of philosophy—and 
through the philosopher—that a true and open debate 
can, without interference, unravel the mysteries of life. 

To accomplish this and begin that journey, a 
philosopher must work from a base, which uses neither 
monolithic viewpoint of science nor religion as a starting 
point. They serve as points of reference only, as 
guidelines to orient one’s beliefs and move forward on 
the journey. 

For any philosopher to be worth his weight in gold— 
or sugar—he must combine these elements together in 
just the right way to create the proper base, the starting 
point, so his work can be said to be balanced and 
grounded. 

Only from a balanced starting point will it be possible 
to create concepts and ideas that work in a 21st century 
world of digital reality. An insular world built around a 
post-modern 20th century laboratory or a 19th century 
confessional just won’t cut it anymore. It can only be 
from a balanced starting point that we may begin to 
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recognize the need for ideals like virtue and morality 
which will allow us to sustain our civilization in such a 
way that it continues to grow and be nurtured, and not 
decay into some black hole labelled “atheism” that 
defines man as a super-being. 

It must be shown that there is a structure out there 
that will allow these concepts to exist beyond the realm 
of the church pew and the confessional, while still 
respecting the rules of scientific method. This Grand 
Canyon of Cartesian thought can not only be 
illuminated, it can also be bridged. 

Philosopher as referee is the cry we need to hear 
today! 

The realm of philosophy, with a balanced position in 
the middle, allows one to argue a point without 
interference from science’s limited interpretation of 
reality or religion’s dogmatic and rigid rules of faith. We 
must blend together this duality instead of pushing these 
two distinct realities apart. 

If not, this Grand Canyon will consume our 
civilization until we end up like magnetic poles, 
repulsing each other forever and eventually destroying 
the centre in which we all live. 

We don’t need a fresh pot, nor is the milk curdled. 

The sugar, however, needs to be refined. 
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Applied Philosophy: A Reasoned Way Forward 
or Just More Analytical Intellectual 
Popcorn Fluff? 



I can no longer recall how often I have walked the 
strip in Las Vegas, enjoying the sun and the sights, only 
to have this bliss shattered by insistent panhandlers who 
thrust into my hand pictures of whores looking to make 
a fast buck. Now, I never ask for them, but these sordid 
pictures just keep ending up in my hand, placed there by 
hard-working people trying to make it in America. 

Usually I just toss them to the ground, but one day 
on my way from the Bellagio to the new Wynn Resort, I 
decided to see just who it was, who was willing to sell 
their soul for a few bucks and perhaps eventually the 
opportunity to get their picture on the cover of a 
mainstream magazine. 

I was horrified. I couldn’t believe it! There for all to 
see was a picture of John Ralston Saul. Stunned at this 
cryptic turn of intellectual events, I looked for another 
one of those cards. Luckily they were strewn all over the 
ground. I reached for the closest one and picked it up. To 
the horror of my eyes, it was a picture of Karl Popper. 

I couldn’t believe it! I reached for a third card. 
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It was Daniel C. Dennett! Oh, the travesty! I thought. 
Then again, perhaps it was the heat and I was 
hallucinating. But the more I looked through the rubble 
and the trash strewn about in this nightmare of academic 
prostitution, I began to think it was all too real. 

Stunned, I tried to make my way to the nearest air- 
conditioned hotel lobby and its ubiquitous bar for an ice 
tea. 


My last glimpse of the Strip that day revealed one of 
those cards stuck to the needle of a desert cactus; staring 
happily back at me was Richard Dawkins in a sequined 
showgirl outfit, holding the hand of Leo Strauss! 

Finally, iced tea in hand, I managed to regain my 
senses. Flow could such smart men whose job it was to 
lead the intellectual world end up in such sordid 
situations? 

Certainly science, theology and philosophy are all, in 
essence, a fallen apple from the same tree. But why have 
some strayed so far from the middle that they now take 
sides in this debate about science and religion and all its 
intellectual manifestations? 

The answer to that question, I guess, will have to be 
justified by each of them at the end of their lives. 

Philosophers have whored themselves around for 
centuries now, chasing the paradoxes of science and 
religion, blinded by the light of the profit. It’s amazing 
how similar the words theology and theory look! 
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Then again, we brought most of this problem upon 
ourselves with our interpretation of the world. Inner 
thought versus outward experience. But instead of trying to 
reconcile these two realities of existence to create a point in 
the middle, many of today’s philosophers have chosen to 
take sides in this debate. 

There are two specific examples that best describe 
this simplistic two-sided debate. First, there is the idea of 
applied philosophy, with its religious overtones and 
purely political track. The other side can best be seen 
through the realm known as analytical philosophy. It is 
founded upon the belief that all answers must conform 
with, and be confined to, a mathematical proof. 

But most disturbing is the fact that both applied and 
analytical philosophy have forced all other inquiries 
through this two-sided funnel of debate, squelching any 
and all work that does not fit their view of how this 
world should be interpreted. 

The problem, it would seem, or perhaps more 
succinctly, the question is: where does today’s 
philosopher go from here? Where does the philosopher 
turn if he or she does not fully believe in these two 
concrete views of understanding and communicating? 
What does the philosopher do if he or she finds fault 
with what is offered today? 

I believe an idea like virtual philosophy is where the 
philosopher would want to concentrate his or her energy. 
I believe that when push comes to shove and when the 
merits of virtual philosophy are fully examined against 


32 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




these other forms of investigation, virtual philosophy will 
trump those forms of debate espoused by those who find 
their way of thinking so fashionable today. 

So let’s explore this idea of virtual philosophy further. 
Let me break down this idea of virtual philosophy into 
pieces for all to understand and then compare it against 
the core arguments of analytical and applied 
philosophy... 

Duality and dichotomy offer the philosopher the 
perfect position from which to explore. But instead of 
trying to focus our attention on one particular train of 
thought or on the reconciliation of two points based 
upon the principles of the other as analytical philosophy 
demands, the philosopher must first and foremost be an 
observer. 

To better understand my idea of virtual philosophy, 
look to science and the realm of quantum physics for 
example and illustration. The Heisenberg uncertainty 
principle shows us that it is possible to be both a particle 
and a wave at the same time. Whether or not the 
observer creates this effect is not of concern here. 

The position of the philosopher as observer is what is 
at issue. 

The question of how the philosopher wishes to be a 
participant later on, should there be any effect he or she 
might have on the event, will be considered later on in 
terms of its reference and relationship to the idea of 
applied philosophy. 
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Furthermore, virtual philosophy’s foundation rests 
on the existence of these questions of uncertainty. It is 
this perspective that forms the basis for investigation. 
Instead of defining a single particle based upon the 
information of two data points, as the scientist is most 
likely to do, virtual philosophy examines (filters) the 
duality required in that process of defining a third point 
or particle. The question of “why” such a duality exists 
rests not on the shoulders of these two particles per se, 
but what lies between them is what makes this 
uncertainty so. 

It is this theory of uncertainty that states: the more 
you know about the position of one particle, the less you 
know about the momentum of this particle. Thus, even 
at this most basic level, even with mathematical 
precision, our proof (or answer) still leaves something to 
be desired! 

Transfer this lesson into analytical philosophy and we 
see that our process of inquiry pushes apart those things 
we are trying to define and learn about. In the course of 
our investigations we find nothing of real use in the end. 

In essence, our ideas within analytical philosophy are 
incomplete. 

Virtual philosophy tries to overcome these barriers 
by defining all possible parameters that exist between the 
particles, thereby creating an area with a specific set of 
boundaries that then allows itself to be defined in a more 
concrete manner. 

Now that the philosopher has his or her starting 



34 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




point as that of observer, the discussion can focus on that 
point known as participant. Thus, the question now 
becomes... 

How best to go about the job of informing and 
enlightening others, as the philosopher is apt to do? 

Can applied philosophy help in this quest or is it too 
filled with shortcomings—and false leads? 

Certainly, I agree the philosopher can no longer just 
sit in an ivory tower and simply write and publish. This 
process will never get your work widely read nor will it 
motivate and benefit those who could be most inspired 
by it. And I also agree that philosophy today must be 
practical. 

But practical does not necessarily mean political. 

Think-tanks and institutes still have all the trappings 
that a church pew or university do. The philosopher is 
bound to addressing the needs of the organization above 
the nobility of the “idea.” In the end, the philosopher is 
still forced to spin his or her work into something that 
only the benefactors of such organizations are interested 
in pursuing. 

Certainly a movement like “neoconservative” is an 
excellent example of applied philosophy gone wrong. In 
the last few years I have often heard the term “dead 
enders” tossed about, in regards to those involved in the 
current war in Iraq. And I am still trying to figure out 
who this saying is referring to: the insurgents or those 
who are prosecuting this war. 
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The philosopher needs a new set of rules of 
engagement when it comes to the battlefield of 
philosophy. Luckily, today’s world is not the same as it 
was yesterday. 



In the past only the lunch counter was open to us. 
And if we needed to publish we were forced into a 
compromise with those who held the printing press 
hostage. But today we have the Internet. 

Before, it was a matter of having our ideas adopted 
by others in order for them to have meaning and 
foundation. But today, with the easy access of 
information and networking, the philosopher does not 
have to call upon the door of another. If the philosopher 
finds there is a law that is unjust, the philosopher can 
challenge it in court. If there is a need to remove an 
injustice in society, the philosopher can offer his or her 
own solution and create a new order within society 
without having to compromise on principle! 

Certainly, without action and implementation ideas 
and concepts hold no meaning beyond the paper they 
are written on or the screen on which they appear. But 
the philosopher of today no longer needs to be an 
activist in someone else’s cause to find fulfillment. 
Meaning and accomplishment can now be synonymous 
with one’s own adventures and journey in life. 

For too long the philosopher has been unable to see 
this world of virtual philosophy because we were forced 
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into a relationship with those who did not necessarily 
have our best interests at heart. We needed their help 
fulfilling our goals of informing and enlightening. 

Not any more. 

It is my humble opinion that if we do not expand our 
investigative process beyond analytical or applied 
philosophy... 

...we all might end up hallucinating in a desert, 
drinking ice tea in a world of make-believe. 
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The Theory of Generalised Reality 
(Ids all about who sets the ground rules 
for the narrative of life) 

When I was younger, I never qualified for a grant for 
my personal film work. Then, when I turned to writing, 
I could never understand why I couldn’t get published. 

For years I thought it was because I was a poor 
filmmaker. Then I thought it was because I wasn’t a very 
good writer. 

Then, one day, the answer finally came to me. 

And I have to thank a devout Catholic on a cool 
crisp Easter weekend in Indiana for that insight. 

We were sitting in a roadside diner discussing my 
ideas, writings and musings on philosophy. At the end of 
the conversation, he told me my arguments hadn’t 
convinced him, but he had “really enjoyed the talk.” 

It was then that I blurted out that it wasn’t my job to 
convince him, that would be up to someone else. My job 
was just to write and think. 

It was like a light had turned on in my mind. I finally 
understood it all. My energy level went through the roof! 



38 


















vp:Layout 


e 


1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



The masses would call it an epiphany. Others would call 
it squaring the circle. For me, it was all of that and more. 

Einstein’s theory of General Relativity finally made 
sense. E=mc 2 ! 

My mind raced to work out my new understanding of 
reality. No sooner had I put pen to paper than I had a 
theory. Soon it was a mathematical equation. Like any 
theory, it describes the inner workings of the world, the 
part that you know is there but can’t see with the naked 
eye. 


Like any mathematical formula, it works along any 
given axis of thought as long as x and y come from the 
number set of infinity. Thought turns to understanding. 

In written terms the theory can be summed up 
thusly: I never got help because my ideas always 
undercut the direction and momentum of where others 
were going. 

It was never about any lack of talent I had. It was 
always about what I said. 

I don’t help the political left and I don’t help the 
political right. I’m not a flaming red liberal and my soul 
has never been deep-ocean conservative blue. 

Thus, no funding and no book deal. 

You see, that Catholic man sitting on that lunch 
counter stool was convinced by what I said, all right. He 
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was convinced I was wrong. But how did he come to that 
conclusion? By using the only means at his disposal: 
comparing my ideas with what he had been taught 
previously; in essence, using another’s arguments, an 
argument he had never put forward himself. 

Now extrapolate that idea to all whom I have met so 
far on my journey on this planet. All those arguments 
that everyone believes in are not their own either. 
Everyone runs around discussing the world and, for 
example, their ways of raising a family, with their friends 
and neighbors—using not their own beliefs and ideas, 
but someone else’s. 

And whether or not you agree with these beliefs and 
ideas is of no relevance. The structure that has been 
placed within our Western world now for the last few 
hundred years forces you to make a choice because 
choosing not to participate in the debate results in you 
gaining nothing from either side. 

They force you to take a position as your own or you 
will not climb that corporate ladder, be able to publish 
that great scientific paper or forge ahead through the 
rank and file of the powerful and elite. But even of those 
who pay the price of this compromise, many never see 
any return on their investment. 

Is there enough room for everyone in that nice gated 
community with its perfect, crime-free neighborhood? 
Do we all have access to affordable and timely medical 
care? 
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It would seem not. So what happens to all those who 
cannot find room at the new Inn? They are forced to 
suffer. 

You see, the biggest problem we all face now is that 
we are all expected to buy into this generalized reality 
and find solace and meaning within it. The problem is 
that it is someone else’s understanding; someone else’s 
interpretation. 

And how do they manage to get everyone to buy into 
this simple duality of reality? This Left and Right, 
Democrat and Republican, Good and Evil, Us and 
Them. By using your friends and neighbors to convince 
you. 

Finally I could understand why so many people, after 
talking to me, asked me to come to their meetings. I had 
always thought they were interested in my ideas. Instead, 
they thought, with my open mind, they could move me 
into their camp of thinking: from my friend in my early 
school days who said he could get me into the youth 
wing of the Conservative Party, or the artists and 
intellectuals I knew in my middle years who tried so hard 
to convince me of the righteousness of political 
correctness, to those Amway people who always 
somehow found me on that barren street in the middle 
of the world and convinced me to come to their home on 
some pretext and then, just when I began to think they 
were different and were ready to listen, started their slide 
presentation. 

You see, these people are the (x) and (y) in my 
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algorithm. They have that unique quality that lets them 
be the movers and shakers of our world. They have the 
uncanny ability to make the vision and ideas that belong 
to others your own. They are the sentinels; without 
them, nothing can get done in our society. They are the 
atoms, neutrons and electrons, the building blocks of the 
physical world that the physicist resides in. 

That hidden structure where atoms and like-minded 
particles reside is revealed in human terms in my theory 
of generalized reality. Like a roadmap, the theory unlocks 
the hidden hierarchal design. It lets you understand why 
you live where you do, why you make what you do. It 
explains in greater detail what you have learned, what 
you have been taught, what you believe, and where it 
originates from. 

The mathematical equation I have worked out can 
place you exactly in the position you hold with respect to 
society and everyone else. It will give you the upper hand 
in that great class struggle we all find ourselves in. The 
stratification of society is laid bare for all to see. Group 
perspective and individual perception are once and for 
all unified in a single eloquent mathematical universal 
definition. 

Right and left are fused into one structure where 
neither holds sway over the other. 

Balance is restored and maintained. 

Now you’re probably wondering why should I care 
about this theory of generalized reality. 
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Simple. 

The theory of generalized reality will allow you to 
find those people who, like you, are fed up with the ideas 
of the left and the right. It will help you move up in this 
world. Got a product you want to sell? Generalized 
reality will help you find those who want it. Got an idea 
you need to tell the world? Put your variable into the 
equation and it will show you who will want to listen and 
where to find them. 

The individual is lost in today’s world of digital 
reality. What is required is that the individual be given a 
map to navigate through this maze, so that your 
aspirations, dreams and desires can be fulfilled by your 
own standards and definitions ... 

But, of course, at a profit! 

All you have to do is send me $9.99 and I’ll ship you 
out your own personalized generalized reality kit showing 
you how to navigate your way to the top. From middle 
class to first class! From the ghetto to the presidency! 

Anything you want, it’s all there for you and the 
theory of generalized reality will show you how to get it! 

As for those Am way people? They will be coming to 
your meetings instead of you going to theirs. 
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It Was All There hi a Photograph ... 

Thinking back now, I was about eight when it was 
revealed to me that my father had a brother. 

We were a very close-knit family. I have no brothers 
and I have no sisters. My grandparents on my father’s 
side, nor any of their friends and relatives, ever 
mentioned anything about my uncle. 

Even my mother. Never mentioned this man. 

It was when I was leafing through an old photo 
album with my grandmother that she let reality drop 
when she told me who was standing beside my father in 
the picture. 

“Oh, that was your dad’s brother,” she said. 

To say my little world was rocked to the core would 
be an understatement. It was this experience in my life 
that presented me with the conundrum that is time. 

I was shocked to realize you could hide secrets in 
time. Or, more to the point, what is this secret we call 
time? 
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Time has always been a very difficult subject for any 
of us to wrap our minds around. 

There always seem to be more questions than 
answers. 

It does not seem to fit into any of our equations of 
physics in terms of understanding existence, and it does 
not seem to be important in the overall understanding of 
who we are as a people. Yet we are all bound to this 
concept in several ways. 

Time is a dimension that stands alone, yet it seems to 
be connected to everything. For me, like you, time 
reveals itself slowly, never fully letting us in on its real 
secret. 

It was between the time of my birth and my 13th 
revolution around the sun that many of the secrets 
surrounding my uncle were revealed, but not much more 
about time. 

My uncle was my father’s older brother. He was a 
gifted musician and played the violin in an orchestra. 

I’ve learned you can measure time. 

We slip across time in our minds, across a scale that 
has no physical manifestation. We can go from a 
universal point of contemplation to that of individual 
perspective and meaning instantaneously. 

Yet we can’t physically breach that scale of time. 
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The facts about my uncle were revealed to me in 
seconds, yet I am quite sure it took him a lot longer to 
become those facts. 

I’ve learned you can’t manipulate time. 

The funny thing about time, I noticed as I grew older, 
was that it can reveal things in any order it wants, but 
they finally end up making sense in only one direction. 

Once his existence was established, I worked 
frantically to find out all I could. When was he born? 
What was he like? What was his name? Slowly the 
answers were revealed. 

My uncle was divorced. 

Time will put events in order for you. Yet, as they are 
revealed in the present, I can see no physical connection 
to me or the past. But they are there. 

I’ve learned that time is an axiom. Within its 
confines lies intrinsic truth. That is what I remember 
most about my dad’s brother. 

The truth surrounding my dad’s brother is: you don’t 
learn from your mistakes. If you make a mistake, you 
carry the consequences of that event with you the rest of 
your time; those mistakes forever burden your future 
upon this planet. 

The real axiom of time is: you learn from watching 
others make mistakes and you learn from their pain and 
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disaster. It does not matter where and upon what level of 
relevancy they occur. Once it is confined within time, it 
will reappear and hinder one’s progress forever. 

My uncle’s name was William—Billy. 

I’ve learned there are different types of time. 

I could stare at his picture or listen to the only 
remaining recording of his violin playing, yet it was all 
still, in my understanding of time, eventless. Everything 
else about this man was gone but the meaning and 
importance of that single 7 8 recording, as alive as it must 
have been 20 years past when he’d made it. 

Yet the existence of this man, my uncle, no matter 
whether or not I knew of him and who and what he was, 
had the ability to affect my life in some way, a relevancy. 

The past is like a fractal placed into the future that 
we stumble into for a fraction of a moment. 

Could time be a repetition itself, an event, a fractal? 
Maybe we keep making the same mistakes because as 
individuals and as a people we don’t move fast enough to 
change our reference points to learn from them. Is that 
why we wonder how it is that history always seems to 
repeat itself? 

I’ve learned you can misinterpret time. 

I can’t remember exactly when I heard about the 
idea of carbon dating and time, but it was definitely 
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before I started putting together a dinosaur at the 
Museum of Man and Nature in Winnipeg. 

Some believe man and the dinosaur walked together 
on this earth at the same time. 

I’ve learned that we really don’t know time at all. 

From the proper distance, our time seems to actually 
stand still. Our progression into the future is 
unnoticeable as we spin around as a planet, as it spins 
around the sun and the galaxy spins around the universe. 

Comparing our scale of time to that of the time and 
scale of the universe shows us our insignificance. 

Can we compare scales of time? Change your 
perspective of time and you change your understanding 
of reality and its impact. 

They say the last dinosaur roamed the earth 65 
million years ago. Using that train of thought and scale 
of time then, theoretically, Socrates died this morning, 
Jesus was born at 10 a.m. coffee break and I am writing 
this just past noon. 

The problem is that we infuse much of our 
intellectual thinking with the wrong perspective of time 
when we try to extrapolate events and ideas on a scale 
that is not our own. 

But if it is anything, time is existence’s safety deposit 
box. 
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Unlike our own individual treasure chest where we 
place only those things that cross our path—our most 
precious and important trinkets of emotion and 
experience, time is used by existence to hold 
everything—including the future—for safe-keeping. 

Everything about time seems jumbled and mixed up. 
You can pull out facts and events in any order you want. 

Time is there for everyone to discover, all you need is 
the right key to open it up. 

I was not there, but I began to think perhaps there 
was even more to the death of Socrates than Plato let 
on, considering the man Socrates was; a man so 
interested in us all, not leaving us anything? The more I 
think about this in my old decaying years now, the more 
I believe that he did leave us something, but his work 
was destroyed. 

Like my family trying to cover up the suicide of my 
uncle from the creeping incursion of the future, (I 
believe) someone felt it necessary to hide something that 
Socrates wrote down for our edification. 

This way of thinking always brings me back to the 
reasons and circumstances that surround the death of 
my father’s brother. Why my uncle felt the need to kill 
himself was probably still as relevant to me that first day 
I gazed upon his picture and learned of his existence, as 
it was for him the day he took his final breath. 

But we will never really know. Maybe it’s all in my 
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mind, an illusion. Time is nothing more than a mixed-up 
process wrapped around my memory, revealing to me 
only what it wants in an order—and for a reason— 
unbeknownst to me. 

I guess that is part of the secret of time. 

Maybe nothing really changes. But, then again, 
maybe it does and only time knows how. 

All I know is that at some point in the past I knew 
that it would be best if I was on my guard with this 
concept we call time. 

(Now, read this essay backwards by paragraph and 
explore another hidden secret of time!) 
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The Middle Ground of Time 

I was parked for the night at a truck stop just outside 
of Pasco, Washington talking to a really nice black man, 
when he let it slip that his grandson was in trouble. 

He was explaining how his grandson had just lost his 
front teeth in a bicycle accident. He was lamenting the 
fact that his grandson would be burdened by the loss of 
his smile for most of his life, since the family did not have 
the money for a dentist. 

He went on further to explain this young man’s other 
concerns. It seemed he was getting into trouble wherever 
he went. 

I said it sounded to me like the young man was 
running in someone else’s time and not his own. 

He looked a little puzzled so I said I’d explain a little. 
Jazz, rock, classical, R&B, hip-hop; each style of music 
has its own beat, its own rhythm and its own time 
signature. 

“Perhaps,” I said, “the young man just needs to find 
his own pace, thereby missing all those events which 
seem to be in someone else’s time.” 
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I explained to him that each of us moves to the beat 
of our own drum. The only problem is that in the noise 
that surrounds us in everyday life, it is almost impossible 
for a person to find his or her own pace. 

I told him that even I hadn’t realized my own pace 
until I was in my late teens. I discovered this one day as 
I was walking through a mall, passing a crowd of people 
all going my way. 

You see, I had just recently been released from the 
army. And the military needs to do everything at what 
some would call “double time.” Well, that faster than 
normal pace certainly had taken great hold of me. 

It was this great need to go faster than everyone else 
that made me realize I wasn’t comfortable with who I 
was. It was this thought that eventually brought me to 
the question “why?” Why must I move this fast? So, right 
there in the middle of the mall, I stopped. 

As I watched everyone pass me now, I could see that 
they too looked like they were moving too fast. It all 
looked so artificial. The more I thought about it, the 
more I realized that there are a great many things at 
work that drive us forth each day at this artificial pace. 

This artificial pace, impelled by society, was also 
encouraged by the groups I was in. Having had enough of 
each, I changed my pace and my reference to time. In my 
case, I slowed down. This began to work for me. My mind 
became clearer. Others may have to pick up their pace. 
Some might have to slow down even more than I did. 



55 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



Changing a job, going to a new gym, eating at a new 
restaurant, these things may let you meet new people. 
But the people you meet will all be the same, those of the 
same time. They will not move you forward or improve 
your life since they are all referenced into the same place 
you are, at the same pace. 

In essence, as you go through the front door, the 
people you would want to meet have already left the 
building. But if you walk at your own pace you will never 
miss out on what is intended for you. 

Your experience of life and its events will be meant 
for you and others like you. 

Extrapolate this into an example: at the wrong pace, 
moving too fast, you are in an auto accident that was 
intended for the driver behind you. A little slower and 
you miss the accident. In the process of telling the 
female cop about your view as the sole witness to it all, 
you find out that the two of you have way too much in 
common, which eventually leads you to marriage. 

This is the key to understanding time in our 
individual physical world and the relationship it has to 
events and motion. 

It’s all about how you determine what pace is right 
for you. If you can figure this out, then questions like 
how to live your life and with whom should fall into 
place. 

Without the proper pace, though, it probably won’t 
work out or feel right. 
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The Scale of Time 

In high school I was notorious for skipping class. It 
had gotten so bad that I was in jeopardy of failing Grade 
10 mathematics at one point. 

My math teacher eventually gave me an ultimatum. 
It was toward the end of the year and he said that unless 
I achieved a score of at least 97% on the next two unit 
tests, there would be no way for me to move on to the 
next year’s course. Fail! Me? The idea was preposterous. 
I had never failed at anything I put my mind to. 

I asked him when the test was and he said, 
“Tomorrow.” 

So, I took the math book home and began to study. 
The unit chapters I had to study dealt with polynomials. 

Well, suffice it to say, I didn’t get my whole eight 
hours of sleep that night. But I did get some. 

I was in bed before five that morning—having even 
had time to watch one of my favorite movies, “Back to 
the Future,” with Michael J. Fox and Christopher Lloyd. 

I have always been fascinated with time. Many 
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people are too, but I don’t think their interest in time is 
the same as mine. 

Time to me is not a flat little two-dimensional line 
that I sit on and rely on to push me forward. From my 
perspective here on this little electron as it spins around 
the nucleus of that atom we call the sun, time seems to 
have a greater importance than one might suspect. 

Many people have tried to fit time into certain 
theories here and there. Einstein even tried to fit it into 
his theory of General Relativity. But it wouldn’t go. 

I think the key to understanding time lies in our 
proper interpretation of what we observe through 
technology and scientific experiments and how we relate 
those observations to our theories. 

From the microscope to the telescope, we are looking 
not so much at a measurement of time but at the scale of 
time. Technology acts like a bridge to help us overcome 
our inability to move through the scale of existence. 

Unfortunately for us, we are much closer to one end 
of that scale of time than the other. The realm of 
nanoseconds and other such oddities are closer to us 
than what exists out in space. This closeness prevents us 
from actually seeing any real difference in scale because 
of our own size of existence in relation to time. 

However, when we speak of cosmic time, we talk 
about galaxies and solar systems and use terms like 
billions of years of existence and such. There might be 
something that we can glean from this. 
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Now, I’m not interested in the measurement of time. 
I am more interested in how we interpret what we see. 

When we look through that telescope we are not 
looking through the vastness of space as much as we are 
looking through the scale of time. 

That is why I believe you see galaxies moving at great 
distances and speeds. Time either can’t exist where we 
are looking or it exists at such a grand scale that when 
represented to us from our point of scale, it manifests 
itself in the form of great speed and distance. 

In essence, what we are seeing is a physical 
representation to us—through our technological 
instruments—of an incongruity between our two scales 
of time that we can not physically traverse, thus causing 
a misrepresentation of things as they might actually be. 

All of this is relative, of course, to our own size of 
scale: those objects are seen moving at a time relative to 
our own. If we were capable of actually existing at a size 
and scale that far and big, our reality of such objects 
would be quite different. We are not only looking 
through distance, we are looking through the scale and 
scope of existence. We are not looking at different time 
periods like the past, but at different layers of the same 
time in space. 

Time, to me, is created in our physical world as a 
multi-layered entity that anchors itself to the concept of 
space. That anchor includes the dark matter that 
everyone talks about in relation to the vastness of empty 
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space as well as that area we cannot properly see that 
exists between the proton and the nucleus, the electron 
and the atom. Because, make no mistake, scale of time is 
just as important to the subatomic particle as it is to the 
sun, the earth, the moon, the galaxy and me. 

It is also the scale of time that directly anchors and 
encapsulates the rules and laws of relevancy. This 
relevancy extends only as far as one can bear witness 
until a new scale of time is encountered, with its own set 
of natural and physical laws having no direct link to 
another scale of time, except to smooth out the space 
needed to allow for the next scale to begin. 

Our correlation between light, distance and time is 
the one that has always caused me so much 
consternation. I can do away with much of my 
uneasiness about this correlation as long as we stay 
within our scale of existence. 

Now, all this might be nonsense, but that is what I 
see when I look through a telescope. 

As for my two tests the next day, I got 98% and 

100 %. 

After revealing my marks to me, my teacher asked 
why I didn’t do that all the time. It was also then that he 
told me the whole faculty knew just how smart I was and 
couldn’t understand why I didn’t try harder and attend 
class on a regular basis. 

I told him I had found no use in excelling yet. I was 
worried about burning out and I wanted to pace myself. 
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Besides, I was hoping to put my efforts into 
something that interested me. I hope I just didn’t 
disappoint them. 
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Wiiming the Lottery' 

Bought More Than I Bargained For ... 

My grandfather knew me very well. It was he who 
once said that I was the only one he had ever known 
who could “hold the devil’s tail and not get burned.” 

He also often referred to me as a “chiseler” and a 
“shyster.” So I guess you now have an accurate 
accounting of my character by a very insightful man. 

He came from what he always referred to as “the old 
country.” In the early 20th century, he left Eastern 
Europe as a young man, along with a small portion of his 
family, to try and make a new and better life in the 
Western world. My grandfather ended up in Winnipeg, 
Manitoba and his brother settled in Chicago, Illinois. 

My grandfather provided for his family but was never 
rich. 

He almost never spoke to me about what his values 
or beliefs were but, then, he didn’t have to. 

They were always evident from his actions. 

My grandfather knew I was good at manipulating 
people. And from my perspective, I knew I had an 
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uncanny perception of the weaknesses people have. And 
since I was young, naturally I exploited it. 

Personally, I blame television for creating this need to 
manipulate. 

When I was young, I had a great imagination. It was 
fueled by the shows that I watched both on the big 
screen and the small. Every night brought the possibility 
of new and exciting adventure: desert islands filled with 
fantasy and fire engines racing across the screen to put 
out the latest deadly fire in Orange County, California. I 
always wanted my life to be as exciting and important as 
what I saw portrayed every night in my parents’ living- 
room. A big part of my young definition of excitement 
came from adventure and wanting to be different. 

Unfortunately, I could not be all that different from 
my friends, since we are all, in essence, the same before 
puberty; all children working with more or less the same 
experiences and surroundings as everyone else the same 
age. Whether you grew up in Paris, Toronto or New York 
makes no difference. As children, our worlds, no matter 
where they exist in the Western world, are bound on all 
sides: mentally by our little minds’ lack of knowledge, 
our emotions and sensations young and unclear; 
physically by the nature of our world, parents, money 
and government agencies of all kinds boxing us in and 
limiting our ability to travel and broaden our experience 
of the world. 

But from my perspective there were definite gaps in 
this limited world of reality that could be used to my 
advantage. 
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I thought my crowning achievement in exploiting 
these gaps of reality was a lie I told to my friends and 
teachers about my own personal playhouse that was built 
next to my grandparents’ home. 

Every kid wanted a tree house or fort they could call 
their own. 

Well, I told them mine was built as an addition to my 
grandparents’ house in the spot where my grandmother’s 
garden had once been. Built just for me, it had air- 
conditioning, its own entrance to the main house and a 
skylight. It was a place my grandparents had designed 
with the sole intention of having a room for me to play 
in. 


This lie lasted a good six months or so, until my 
Grade 5 teacher actually had the gall to ask where my 
grandparents lived. 

Of course, realizing that the jig was up, I naturally 
had to explain that my playhouse was no longer around. 
It had been bulldozed the other week to make room for 
the new addition to the pantry that my grandparents had 
been planning for years. 

I explained that had he notified me sooner, he surely 
would have been able to come over and see it. 

Of course, I informed him, that when the new pantry 
was done he could come over and see thatl 

I left it at that and the teacher never asked me for 
the address again. Now, you are probably saying to 
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yourself, This kid is headed straight for Boy’s Town. 

Well, you’d probably be right, if it weren’t for one 
small little item that seemed to appear within me a little 
later on: a conscience. 

I looked around one day and I could see that the lies 
I was telling to these people, who were my friends, was 
harming me! 

Certainly they had done nothing to me. They were 
all innocent and naive, and I used that knowledge for my 
own personal gain. But that wasn’t what bothered me. It 
was the fact that this ability to see their weakness and 
use it so effectively against them was an unfair advantage 
in this game called Life I was playing. It felt like I was 
cheating. It was that idea of cheating that conflicted 
greatly with my personal desire to always win. 

And, at that age, I always liked to win. But winning 
by cheating took away from my victory. 

I did not like that at all. In fact, I felt I was being 
robbed of my prize. 

So the lies stopped. 

I went cold turkey. Truth for me, and my prize 
untarnished and completely earned. Surprisingly it 
wasn’t that hard. 

That is, until I was about 14. 

In the years that followed my change in attitude, I 
also changed schools and changed my social status. I was 
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now in a new school at the bottom of a pecking order 
with few, if any, friends. 

This new school was in an area of the city with 
wealth and money. 

I was an outsider. I really didn’t mind, I was far more 
into learning and working through my own ideas to be 
bothered with a social life. But it was a position I really 
didn’t want to be in all the way through junior high and 
high school. 

That reality would be far too disadvantageous in the 
long run. That and I figured it would be far too difficult 
to change later on. 

But if I was going to get to the top, I realized pretty 
fast that hard work wasn’t going to be enough. It seemed 
like an endless debate within me whether or not to use 
that old trick I had told myself I was not going to use 
anymore. In the end I decided I would use this ability to 
lie only once more, but with one caveat. I was going to 
make sure the prize of being popular was going to be as 
genuine as possible. 

Furthermore, I was more interested in learning 
something about this new group of people. I wanted to 
know why one minute I was so popular in my old school 
yet next, with a new peer group, I was not. It was this 
that really bothered me. 

By this age I had already realized I was treading the 
outer reaches of adulthood. The social and economic 
dynamics at this middle school were already mirroring 
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what I had seen of the adult world. 

I felt this was an excellent opportunity to see how 
easy—or perhaps difficult—it would be to alter the 
perceptions of people in general. 

I referred to my plan as a social experiment. 

I would use my ability to lie as the catalyst in this 
experiment. 

So, one day I let it slip to one of the very few kids 
who would talk to me that when I was younger and at 
the other school, I had purchased a lottery ticket that 
had won $100,000. 

It did not take long before I was confronted by one of 
the more popular kids in school enquiring about this 
unusual story. 

Yes, I told him, it was true. Even more came over to 
talk with me. Surprisingly many bought into it. Many 
took it on faith and my word was good enough. Some 
were more skeptical. They wanted proof. 

So I provided it. I brought pictures of our trip to 
Europe, where, I explained most of the money was spent. 

Now, of course, I had never been to Europe in reality. 
But my grandfather and father had. As typical tourists, 
they took lots of pictures. It was a few of these that I 
brought to school. 

Even more were convinced. 
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The last few who were still doubtful about this story 
asked why I was not in any of the pictures. 

I told them simply, “Someone had to hold the 
camera.” 

With the passage of time and the minds of people as 
they are, the lie slowly melted into history. But it never 
disappeared completely. Occasionally, a question would 
be raised by someone who did not know me. But over 
time these questions were reinforced with fabrications of 
the original story, not by me, but by those who knew me. 
By the time I was in my mid-teens, the questions had all 
but stopped. 

Yes, I got my prize of being popular, but that came 
more through hard work than through the lie. More 
than anything else, it was the door—the gap—that lying 
opened. Was my victory tainted? Yes. But I don’t call it a 
victory, because what I really got was a great lesson in 
how we as humans come to terms with what we believe. 
That lie taught me how people think and act the way 
they do and why. My social experiment was a success. 

To this day, I am still amazed at what little is needed 
to pass off fiction for fact. 

It does not take much to sell a lie to your average 
citizen. A couple of pictures and a few well-rounded 
statistics and it suddenly becomes fact. Once there are 
those who are willing to agree that fiction is fact and 
come to the defense of such nonsense, then the idea of a 
lie is set in stone. 
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Furthermore, if you know what the basics are in 
terms of selling a lie to a group of people, if you 
understand the inner workings of this dynamic system of 
belief, yes, you definitely can use it to your advantage. 
But I also realized you also are very close to 
understanding what the idea of belief is bound by. 

Please note I did not say truth. 

It is this lesson, more than any other that came to me 
in my most formative years, I am most grateful for. And 
I owe it all to those who were my friends in my high 
school days. 

Although some may feel offended and in need of an 
apology, I must unfortunately say “no” to this request. 
But to those who were my friends... 

...I say thank you. 

You all allowed me to see the world in a context that 
most never get to see. And even if they do, it usually 
comes at an age when the difference between fiction and 
fact does not matter anymore. 

But because of you, my friends, this wisdom was 
passed on to me at an early age. It is this understanding 
and advantage I have used continuously in my battle 
with those who are interested in pulling a veil of deceit 
over the eyes of the innocent and naive. 

I just hope I have used this gift or prize wisely. 
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The God Question. 

I’m sorry but the simple argument: “I don’t believe in 
God,” is not good enough. 

For me, this flies in the face of the importance of the 
idea of debate. I could easily respond by saying that an 
argument like that is nonsense because it is possible to 
argue that a position like that is illogical—the only thing 
that truly does not exist is what you can’t think of. 

But I won’t stoop to such levels, I’ll leave that sort of 
debate for Christopher Flitchens. 

Instead I’ll attempt a better argument, beginning 
hundreds of years ago with Anselm. 

Anselm was a Benedictine monk who lived between 
the years of 1033 and 1109. It was his argument that all 
creatures owe their value to God as the source of all 
truth and his way of explaining his rationale is where I 
like to begin my understanding of God. 

For me, I shift his ontological argument of a liquid quo 
maius non cogitari potest or, in English, “That than which 
nothing greater can be conceived,” and the statement 
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that “all truth” is found in God, to the realm of existence 
itself. 

Next, I equate the idea of God with all of existence 
that can be physically and intellectually knowable. 

In essence, the new argument is then: “All truth” of 
existence (God) is bound by the laws that existence is 
found to work by. 

What this line of thinking does is extrapolate 
Anselm’s argument from a simple argument to an 
attempt to prove the possibility of understanding 
existence in terms of scientific and empirical proof. It 
also eliminates Kant’s dispute that the ontological 
argument does not make sense. 

In essence, can existence (God) be measured by any 
of today’s technological means? 

And, if so, then does it allow me in any way to prove 
or disprove God’s existence? 

Let’s say, for the sake of argument, that one day we, 
the human race, do figure out all the rules by which 
existence seems to work. Physics has its unified theory, 
biology allows us to create life upon a whim the way we 
want it, and so on. 

But if we figure out all that is knowable about 
existence, does that prove that God does not exist? 

Well, first I must conclude that if I figure out 
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existence then I am existence. 

This conclusion is based on the fact that nothing 
greater can now exist because everything physically and 
intellectually is now known. Therefore, if I am existence 
then, by my accounting, I am now God. I can now 
reconstitute existence with my knowledge and intellect 
in any shape and form I want. Religion, which tells us we 
have been created in his image, might, in fact, back this 
possibility up. 

Personally, I think this situation just won’t do. 

Now the question becomes whether or not I am 
made so I can’t manipulate existence how I want or in 
essence, become God. If that is true, then what (or 
who?) knew, before I was made, that it had to create me 
this way in order to protect its own existence from being 
tampered with? Or perhaps understood that it could 
eventually, due to my knowledge, be susceptible to 
extinction and death? 

Even if we do come up with the so-called “unifying 
theory,” does that mean we have discovered the keys to 
the universe? And if that is the key, and we do start to 
manipulate existence, are we (or I) now God? Even from 
a scientific approach, can one who investigates, in the 
process of that investigation, become the very thing one 
was investigating? 

In my understanding of this problem, existence 
(God) will never give us, the human race, the skeleton 
key to its inner workings. All this, in the end, reveals a 
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question that exists, not beyond empirical or 
mathematical answer, but a question that has yet to be 
addressed properly. 

Now, let’s shift the mystery of existence to me. Since 
I can’t become existence (God) itself, I am therefore part 
of existence. This brings us back to Anselm’s original 
proposal that God is at the top of the hierarchy. I may be 
bigger than God in the eyes of some philosophers (Kant 
and Nietzsche) but from my perspective I can’t be bigger 
than existence, since existence (God) had to make sure 
that this did not happen. 

Whether or not you define it from the point of 
existence or from the idea of God, something had to 
know how smart we, the human race, could become— 
without allowing us the ability to figure out and 
manipulate the rules by which existence—or God—is 
bound by. In fact, it is so far beyond our comprehension 
that existence or God seems bound by nothing. 

Taken all together, this is God to me. 

The issue of God will always be surrounded in 
mystery. Since science cannot indelibly rationalize this 
mystery we call life in all its aspects with pure clarity, 
there will always be a need for belief in God. When the 
planets were all named, we thought we were done. 
When the elements were all named, we thought we were 
done. When we had the standard model of the atom, we 
thought we were done. When Einstein gave us general 
relativity, we thought we were done. When the genome 
is completely sequenced, we think we will be done. 
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When the ... 

Well, you get the point. The only problem with this 
way of thinking is that it only affords us a representation 
of our physical surroundings. 

No intellectual answer has ever been able to do away 
with the problem that the idea of God or existence is not 
real. We always seem to end up with a complex riddle of 
smoke and mirrors that extinguishes itself into a spiral of 
paradox, riddle and conundrum. 

Reality or the possibility of being says nothing about 
the mystery of why it’s all here. The mystery of “why” 
never ends. It is this mystery that will always exist in the 
minds of men and women. This mystery will always 
equate with some idea of “God,” no matter how the 
question is framed. 

Now of course, as soon as you say God exists, then 
that brings you smack into the issue of religion; an 
omnipotent deity who is the cause of all our trouble— 
from the perspective of many. But the trouble is not the 
idea of “God ”—we are. 

Religion offers an answer for mortal man that 
compensates for his or her limited capacity to 
understand the mystery we all live. 

It is this capacity of the average person that will 
always find it easier to believe in a whole nothing than a 
partial something. 
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The Big Bang, the Unifying Theory of physics or 
whatever may exist at the end of the human genome 
hunt—these may offer a complex answer to the question 
“why?” but this only offers comfort for the restive soul of 
the few who are not average. But even for them this 
“answer” just shifts the mystery down the road. 

I’ve always found it a bit comical that those with a 
higher intellect seem to be satisfied with a much 
narrower answer (in the most present tense of terms) to 
this mystery of life, than those I would deem to be 
average. 

Of course, the question then becomes “which 
practicing religion is the right one?” 

Well, you can do what I do: take the best from each 
and make sure none has more sway than the rest. 
Catholic mass on Sundays, Muslim prayer on Fridays, 
Hanukkah before Christmas, time off for the Nine 
Gurus... 

But how realistic is all this you ask? Well, that’s the 
best part about God, existence or me: it’s all about the 
mystery. 
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The Entropy' of a Post-Modern Civilisation 
Done In By' Bvciutn nary' Drag/ 



Stop everything! 

I’ve just done the calculations and I have figured out 
that we only have 242.5 years of Western civilization left. 

According to my precise calculations, if you take the 
acceleration curve and divide that by a variable which 
takes into account the time needed to allow every 
individual enough freedom to experience all that has 
been written or will be written, and multiply that by 
Einstein’s cosmological constant, with—of course— 
special attention to the effect gravity will have on all 
this, we end up with a society that won’t be able to agree 
on the color of burnt toast by May 2248. 

I wish I could give the precise date and time when 
this inevitable demise of human endeavour, achievement 
and progress will occur. But my hard drive only has the 
capacity to further these monumental mathematical 
calculations to the 7th power. Besides, I’m working in 
the tenth dimension posited by string theory so you’ll 
have to just trust me when I say this would all be 
verifiable if I had a better computer. 
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There is a chance that I am mistaken and this whole 
notion will turn out to be no more pressing a challenge 
than when Stalin had to decide which Russian city to 
rename after himself. But don’t let this statement 
mislead you into thinking that this is a left- or right-side - 
of-the-aisle political debate. 

As we all become more and more enamored with 
learning, and access to information of all kinds becomes 
easier and faster, the balance between old ideas and new 
arguments will be tipped in favor of the former such that 
it will bring our current academic endeavours to a 
screeching halt. 

This intellectual black hole that we all are slowly 
drifting into is caused by a process I call evolutionary 
drag. 

From the moment we became self-aware, 
evolutionary drag has slowly enveloped the minds of our 
brightest individuals. In the beginning it was a simple 
nuisance that sapped only a modicum of time and energy 
without necessarily limiting one’s potential and success 
in pursuing legitimate points of view. But in today’s 
world, evolutionary drag has grown into a perplexing and 
deteriorating atmosphere of control, intimidation and 
stagnation that endangers the ability of the individual to 
search out progressive answers and insights to today’s 
problems. 

How many ideas, constructs, movements, theories, 
ideologies, arguments, beliefs, methodologies, systems, 
thoughts —which have, in the past, shown themselves 
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to be of no use in pushing the species forward—will we 
have to continue to endure, postulated by those who do 
not have the intellectual gumption needed to 
acknowledge their uselessness? 

This was no more apparent to me than when I met a 
member of the flat earth society at a social science 
conference the other day in Canada! 

Unfortunately, this notion of evolutionary drag is 
something quite unique to the human species. Nature, as 
we have seen through the writings of Darwin and the 
empiricism of scientific method that they bring with it, 
has shown it is quite capable of eliminating species and 
organisms that outlive their usefulness. Yet we, it would 
seem, cannot conceive a similar solution regarding our 
past intellectual failings. 

Unless we find a way to jettison this albatross around 
our collective neck and ensure the academic world of 
the West continues on a forward-looking intellectual 
course, I fear that one day the Smithsonian in 
Washington, DC will display the hollow bones of 
Western civilization where the T-Rex now stands. 
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Tlie Culture of Death in the Liberal Left? 

If Only the Right 
Were Nor So Culpable As Well 

It’s funny but no matter how hard the media tries to 
cover up the reality of the world, it still can’t stop 
reporting a fact or two from time to time. 

In my earlier years I produced and directed a number 
of films and videos. One such video was for a group 
called the John Howard Society, a non-profit 
organization that tries to help people adjust to life on the 
inside of prison and return to life as a well-adjusted 
human being when—and if—they survive their 
sentence. 

Most probably don’t know this, but Canada has the 
largest prison population after the United States. 

It was during the making of this video that I made 
some interesting observances about how science and 
religion are both served by the criminal mind. Many on 
the Right see an issue as either right or wrong, good 
versus evil. Those on the Left see it more in terms of a 
range of possibilities: encompassing those who can be re¬ 
educated and those who are incorrigible. 

But I see something more sinister. 
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For religion and science, the problem is much more 
direct and important; it is all about survival. Without 
crime and criminals, there is no need for the 
interpretation of scripture. Science—its existence based 
upon experiments—needs subjects for inquiry. In 
essence, what it needs are social guinea pigs for its 
experiments. No guinea pigs, no results, no survival, no 
future. 

The real question is who is going to win in this tug- 
of-war between science and religion. Who is going to 
make the most money, Left or Right, in this epic battle 
over you ? 

Now, I’m sure this is no surprise to those who work 
with such people but what I say next might startle the 
rest of you. Reforming a young person is probable, but 
reforming adults who have already hard-wired the reality 
of crime into their heads is impossible. Once respect is 
no longer in their vocabulary, the battle is lost. Once 
disobedience is in the system it will forever mark the 
path of the individual. 

At what point did these people become immune to 
the effects of a positive lifestyle that did not harm 
themselves or others? The answer to that question lies in 
our youth. From Western country to Western country— 
it does not matter if that country is Canada, France, 
Germany or even the United States—you can see where 
this all begins. 

Children and youth are the real battlefield in this 
tug-of-war. 
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Children have become the targets of everything that 
is wrong with this world. We target our children with 
violence, drugs and confusion—with unmistakable 
political intent. Their world is being deliberately 
destroyed to allow for their acceptance of a world 
grounded upon illusion and misinformation. 

Once their minds are accustomed to the chicanery of 
a world that offers no concrete answer in regard to truth, 
or for that matter, as long as words like “enough” and 
“more” are never-ending in definition and never truly 
quench the material or emotional thirst of the 
individual, they will be at the mercy of those who just 
want to use them up for their own purpose. 

The majority of those born into this world are no 
longer needed for work and chores in the world. They 
are being groomed for whorehouses, crack houses, jails 
and rehabilitation hospitals. 

By encouraging a destructive lifestyle in our youth, 
we can create entire government bureaucracies and 
other agencies and businesses that can administer “a 
cure.” With a nice profit! What these kids are to the 
world today is what a natural resource was to the 
industrial revolution: the foundation of an alternative 
economy. 

In the current budget of the Canadian government, 
$245 million has been allocated for the problems of 
crime and drugs. Yet this figure pales in comparison to 
the amount needed to support those who now work to 
address the needs of this alternative economy. 
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How much does your country spend on this 
alternative economy l 

This alternative economy needs your kids to adapt and 
be exposed to this destructive lifestyle. If they don’t buy 
in when they’re young and foolish, you’ll never convince 
them of the sanity of those choices when they are 30. 

And how does this alternative economy engage in this 
war on youth? How does it convince the young and 
impressionable that a safe and open society allows for 
and tolerates such ideas as crime, drugs and violence? By 
offering twisted and unrealistic interpretations of the 
freedoms and rights that all our Western societies are 
founded upon. 

Individual freedom, opinion and expression—found 
within the constitutions and laws of many lands in the 
Western world—have been falsely interpreted by those 
interested in expanding this alternative economy. 
Through their writings and decisions, many have created 
an equal balance between the old views of what 
constitutes a right or freedom with this new vocabulary 
and its own definitions and interpretations so that this 
alternative economy is viewed as synonymous with the 
old. 



It is no longer a whole society bound together to live 
as one, founded upon the principles of expression and 
opinion, but rather a world where two shall exist side by 
side; this second world of reality exists upon a definition 
of freedom to experiment and experience. 
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The difference between the two is that the former 
allows for an open education and spirited soul-enriching 
development while the latter is predicated on exposing 
children to circumstances and situations that 
manipulate their young intellectual and emotional 
systems to further open them up to destructive behavior. 

This Culture of Death is reinforced by society; it is 
now an industry that supports our Western world. Why? 
Because it is the only alternative that can provide 
enough jobs to counteract the decline in our weakened 
manufacturing and industrial base. 

More drugs, more police. More divorces, more 
lawyers, more courts, more judges. More sex, more babies 
on welfare, more single moms living in poverty whose 
babies then, in turn, when their young bodies are ready, 
have babies themselves, thus perpetuating the right 
atmosphere and environment for this alternative economy. 

Nothing says profit like product sustainability. 

But education is a priority in our Western world, is it 
not? Don’t be surprised if your children learn to adapt to 
both these economies in today’s public schools. 

That’s right, Mom and Dad, because of the off-shoot 
of their addictions and lifestyles, little Jack and Jill are 
now worth as much to society as drug addicts and 
thieves as they would be if they became counselors and 
cops. They alone can create more jobs in the long run 
than any other corporation or system of manufacturing. 
It is only through their addictions, problems and 
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alternative lifestyles that these stable “jobs” can create 
the opposite outcome. 

Who needs more coffeemakers and toasters!? We 
need more cops, security guards, drug counselors, prison 
guards, court reports, etc., all the things you can 
unionize now. That’s the Left’s involvement with today’s 
alternative economy. 

And where is the Right in today’s Western world? 

Corporations run hospitals and prisons, and provide 
pharmaceuticals that will fix that chemical imbalance 
from the marijuana and cocaine—all administered 
through government bureaucracy in our prisons where 
“rehabilitation” is the key word. Oh yes, they go hand in 
hand. What a tangled web we weave when we practise 
to deceive! 

So send your kids to public school to learn the new 
math and the latest children’s nursery rhyme: 

Don’t expect help from the ACLU and the AFL-C IO 
To keep out the drugs and the crime. 

The DEA , ATF and ICE work hard 
on the pushers and pimps, 

But their hands are all tied. 

If you need a list of corporations filling their pockets 
to this alternative tune, 
just head to the NYSE and S&B 
If you ask me they’re all addicted — 
in some way—to p-o-t. 

All in the name of supporting our faltering GDP! 
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And you wonder why we trade with China? We ask 
ourselves how those in power can, in clear conscience, 
trade with a country with gulags, roving execution vans, 
secret police, Tiananmen Square ... why not? From the 
perspective of many in power in today’s Western world, 
the communist Chinese don’t do anything worse than 
those in power here in the West do in the grand scope of 
society-building here at home. 

In fact, I’m sure that there are those who hold this 
view of openness and economic engagement within our 
Western legislatures towards these rights-abusing groups 
and nations such that, should the day ever come, they 
would have no difficulty in compromising further to 
bend a knee in submission to a different political and 
economic system. 

To them, democracy and freedom are like good and 
evil, science and religion, the grand experiment of all 
experiments: just one of many systems of political 
expression found within a morally pluralistic and 
relatively valueless world. 

It’s no longer a question of right or wrong for those 
in power who support this alternative economy. In this 
writer’s opinion, many leaders on the Left and Right 
have no moral authority to speak on any subject 
anymore. 

The Left repeat a mantra more about getting your 
share at a fair price, whatever the cost may be, while the 
Right blindly moves ever so slowly away from its 
traditional foundation of moral law where deeds and 
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self-worth are replaced by a foundation in which money 
and all that is associated with it is the defining value of 
the soul. 

The proletariat is now the product. I bet Marx never 
saw this one coming! 

And so much for the old saying, “I know not; am I 
my brother’s keeper?!” 

The new version is “I know now! My brother is the 
way to a good-paying job.” 
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Then I Left for the Military ... 

In 1988 I joined the army. I was offered the 
opportunity to go back to school and finish my high 
school diploma and then enter the military’s officer 
training program. But I declined. I’ve always been more 
comfortable working and being around the common 
man. I find his courage and quiet resolve very 
inspirational. Also, I’ve always believed that the best way 
to learn and become a leader is from the ground up. 

So, at the age of 18, Grade 10 education in hand, I 
decided grunt work would be fine with me. 

I was off to basic training in Cornwallis, Nova Scotia. 

As the days of training ground themselves into 
weeks, my instructors began to single me out from the 
rest because my abilities outstretched those of my 
colleagues. By the time the eighth week rolled around, I 
was in firm competition for the Commandant’s Shield. 
In the opinion of some, it was mine to lose. 

It was around that time I received word that my 
parents would be unable to attend my upcoming 
graduation. Add this to the fact that my friends back 
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home considered my joining the Forces a joke and I 
would be all alone. 

My first reaction to this news was disappointment. 
But I already had grown accustomed to my 
achievements and talents going unnoticed by most. My 
second thought concerned the reputation and honor of 
the institution I had grown up admiring and believing in. 

But how would it look, the most celebrated day in a 
soldier’s life: me standing at the podium with my award 
of leadership with no one to share in my achievements? 
Only the officers and instructors of my course to fill the 
pictures of the day. All the others who would attend 
would focus on the complete lack of family and friends 
around me and not on the award of leadership bestowed. 
Achievements would be lost in favor of questions 
unanswered. 

But more important than that, I thought about how 
this image would dishonor the ideals and the values of 
the military that I admired and wanted to emulate. 

It was after much soul-searching that I withdrew 
from the race. 

I graduated fifth out of 105. 

It was only after I was taken off my next course due 
to medical reasons that I began to see the military I 
thought I knew in a different light. Placed in a semi- 
regimental life, I lived the life of a base soldier like the 
rest. It was here where the realities of today’s “New 
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Canadian Military” began to upend my understanding 
and belief in what I thought were the founding principles 
and values of the Canadian Armed Forces. 

Drug abuse, spousal abuse, alcoholism and idleness 
were not only prevalent but seemed to be systemic 
within much of the lower ranks. The unruliness between 
cultures was evident in shack fights between the English 
and French. Natives were not needed, nor were they 
around. Women in the Armed Forces were to be the new 
steel in the sword, if only they could graduate from their 
combat course. Money was tight due to the political 
climate of the times. Housing and basic base necessities 
were dismal, to say the least. 

Within the NCO ranks I did find one or two who 
shared my values and idealism, but they were too few 
and far between. I thought perhaps it would be within 
the officer corps that I would find the majority who 
shared my beliefs. 

Instead I found even more troubling characteristics. 
Careerism and indifference seemed to be the driving 
force of many. The fact that most officers I met were 
more concerned about their own personal world than any 
problems that might be infecting those under their 
command was indicative of the attitude and atmosphere 
I was now confronted with. 

But it was when I heard from my old friend, from my 
former course, that an officer had struck him on one 
occasion to simulate combat during one of their 
overnight training exercises that I realized the military 
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had become what Canadian society was. 

It was also during this time that I volunteered to 
serve the regimental dinner. After the meal, when I was 
serving drinks, I met The General. I was so impressed by 
his demeanor and his presence, I just had to strike up a 
conversation. I soon learned he was in command of the 
artillery that fired ashore from the platform of ships on 
the 6th of June, 1944. 

As the conversation continued, we found each 
other’s company enjoyable. I was even offered a drink. 
We talked about battles, events and strategies. We talked 
about values, duty and honor. We talked about fighting 
things that are evil and corrupting to the soul. We talked 
about the army of yesterday and today. And we talked 
about the army of tomorrow. But most of all, underlying 
our conversation of big words and idealism, we talked 
about leadership. 

At the end of the conversation, which took up most 
of the night, I looked around at all the officers about me. 
Nary a one glanced a look of approval at me. In fact, the 
envy of my position caused their eyes to flare with a fire 
of hatred and jealousy. But I had seen and learned 
enough. 

You could say that my decision to leave the military 
was sealed over drinks with The General. 

It was soon after that I wrote my letter indicating 
that I did not fit into this New Canadian Military—and 
with that I was honorably discharged. 
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Fast forward to today. 

Although I’ve not been in the military for almost 20 
years, I fear that what existed in my experience of the 
military still resonates today. We have replaced 
leadership with facilitators of policy. We now instruct our 
military in the ways of false idealism. 

Furthermore, the idea of the military has been 
turned on its head. It is now an organization at the 
mercy and whim of politicians far more interested in 
winning elections than wars. From the outsourcing of 
various aspects of military training to the inability to 
provide for our own transportation and logistics, the 
military structure has been dismantled. The chain of 
command replaced with a de facto status quo of 
bureaucracy. 

Those who serve are there to represent groups within 
our society and to make the military look good. They are 
there to mirror what is going on in Canadian society. 
Pluralism, numerical equality and diversity for its own 
sake will not defeat the enemies of the nation. And 
because of this, many, I fear, do not have the abilities 
required to do the job thrust upon them. But it is not 
their fault. It is the fault of those who do not lead. Or 
more importantly, should not. 

We have forgotten that the role of the military is to 
win the country’s wars and build strong leaders who can 
see the country through tough times, nothing else. The 
military is not there to be a guinea pig for the latest 
ideological fad that may come along. 
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The recent combat death of Captain Goddard is a 
stark reminder of all that is wrong with today’s military. 
Her demise is both symbolic and realistically telling 
about the capabilities of this New Canadian Military. 

She broke the two most important tenets of 
leadership in the army. She led her men into an ambush 
and she got herself killed. 

And it is in the sands of Afghanistan that the dreams 
of those who have engineered this New Canadian 
Military died as well. 
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The God of iViOLiiefttuni 

As I sit and watch my television screen, images 
consumed with the violence and terror that is the 
Middle East, I can’t help but be reminded of what an old 
history teacher of mine once said: 

“History does not come from a book but is what 
burdens you from the moment you’re born.” 

Now, you are probably wondering what this means. 
So did I. 

It wasn’t until I stumbled upon the realm of ancient 
Greek mythology, and the lesser-known gods of that 
period, that I began to understand what my old teacher 
was trying to express. It was a god called Sharmin who 
shed the most light upon this teacher’s intriguing 
comment. 

Sharmin lived atop Mount Olympus with the other 
gods and it was his responsibility to make sure the bidet 
always worked. But when he came down to earth he was 
the god of momentum. 

In a nutshell, my old teacher was trying to instill in 
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us the concept that history is truly nothing more than 
the momentum of events past. 

My past included respected institutions where ideas 
of all kinds—political, economic and religious—could be 
debated openly and freely. My past was also filled with 
universities, forums, conferences, councils, boards, etc. 
... where the world’s best and brightest would debate, 
argue, rehash, fiddle and, yes, even fight (verbally) over 
what ideas and course of progress we as a civilized people 
agreed was best. 

But somewhere along the way, Sharmin showed up 
and eclipsed my past with that of another. For every 
person who can share in the familiarity of my history I 
fear that there are many more in this world who do not. 
They found no room for themselves and their ideas in 
our world history and are now creating their own. And 
when no one would listen, they turned to the old ways of 
enforcing their will upon the rest. 

Discussion and debate have been replaced once 
again with violence and the use of force. 

From the United Nations to the elected legislatures 
of the Western world, momentum is shifting the sands 
upon which the pillars of the civilized world are founded. 
Yet, it is within these various forms of civilized discourse 
that momentum has had an unexpected and somewhat 
revealing twist. 

Within the U.N., momentum is exposing the 
machinating of individuals who for so long have 
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occupied the seats of power in the world with no other 
intention but to line their own pockets and do the 
bidding of those who are their benefactors. Furthermore, 
it reveals in plain light that the driving force behind 
many diplomatic initiatives put forth in the name of the 
U.N. by the assembly are not out of principle for the 
charter but to accomplish geopolitical and even 
nationalistic goals by the various powers that be upon 
this planet. Like a great game of chess where the 
innocent are the pawns, momentum reveals more each 
day about the true nature of our revered and time- 
honored institutions. It is no wonder that in this 
poisoned atmosphere, those whose history it is today use 
my fair and equitable rules of change against me. 

Yet this is not the most terrifying aspect of this new 
history. 

The god of momentum is creating a world of political 
opportunism within the elected legislatures of the West. 
The openness and freedom once intrinsic to the Western 
world is being eroded away in favor of causes having 
more to do with security and good government than 
with time-honored principles that echo with liberty and 
freedom for all. 

As every day goes by, those who—like me—espouse 
the old ways, who still believe in the old institutions as 
the way to do battle, lose ground to those who have 
positioned themselves to use this new history to their 
advantage. Like the poisoned atmosphere of the U.N., 
politicians of every stripe and party are using this 
momentum for political gain around the globe. 
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Who do you believe? What politician, be he a 
Chinese diplomat at the United Nations, a French 
representative of the European Parliament, or a senator 
from New York, can offer a true way forward and bring 
us back into balance and into a world of peace? 

Do we trust this growing cadre of calls for 
compromise and accept this new history and its eventual 
outcome? Do we accept the calls for a return to the old 
status quo and disengagement on the ground, whether it 
is in Iraq, Afghanistan or now Lebanon? 

To heed these requests will only reduce my history 
and its relevancy even further. 

We must remember that this new momentum began 
as a one-dimensional vision of radicalism and rebirth in 
one corner of the world. It has evolved into a double- 
edged sword today, both global and domestic in its reach. 

We must also accept that the new history thrown 
down before us is gaining respect, credibility, and 
usefulness among many in the world today. The use of it 
will not subside until it has been shown to have no 
benefit whatsoever. 

It is only within our respected institution of 
legislative democracy that we can expose the lies of all 
those who secretly support the use of violence and force 
as a means of creating their own history of change. It 
makes no difference if the lies come from the Left or 
Right of the political spectrum. As momentum has 
shown, hate and intolerance have no allegiance to either 
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Left or Right. What each end of the political spectrum 
seeks is the same benefit: more power and control for 
themselves and those who are of like mind and interests. 

What is needed is an agenda to deny them their 
goals. 

Those who believe in the old principles of democracy 
and freedom must lobby for realignment regarding our 
own positions within various global institutions to ensure 
our voice is not diminished. We must create programs 
and policies to undermine the dynamic of political 
opportunism that flourishes within the confines of our 
own domestic sphere of sovereignty. And those who 
speak for the people must be held to a higher standard 
than what is currently allowed; rhetoric and hyperbole 
must be replaced with integrity and the cardinal virtues 
we were once taught to respect, thus creating the 
opportunity—not a victory—for my history to return 
once again. 

This has to happen before a real ancient Greek god 
like Hades appears and we lose everything else we as a 
civilized people have achieved ... 

Having already lost the most crucial aspect of 
fostering change peacefully, momentum, I fear, is on 
their side. 



103 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




Who Gets the Next Napoleon? 

While I was sitting around awaiting my honorable 
discharge from the Canadian Military, I spent most of my 
time reading classified manuals, many of which should 
not have been within the grasp of a young, very 
impressionable and, as of yet, untrained private. 
Furthermore, the person in charge of the Tech Library 
where I worked should have taken a greater interest in 
my reading habits than in the movies being shown on a 
daily basis in the canteen down the hall. 

But then again, why should he worry? I had a 
security clearance-level second to none. 

It was definitely engaging and enlightening stuff. I 
even had the schematics to the blowpipe missile system 
available for my perusal. But what interested me the 
most were all the books of military strategy. 

Mostly what I was reading had to do with NATO 
doctrine on how we were going to defeat the Soviets 
should they try and take over Western Europe. 

As with all things, life moves on and I was released 
from my military service. With the demise of the East 



104 


















vp:Layout 


e 


1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



Block and Russia as military powers, I thought what a 
shame it was that all those grand plans would lie 
dormant. 

But then came the Battle of Lebanon in the summer 
of 2006 in the continuing war of the Middle East. 

For a moment there I thought I had seen the 
brilliance of today’s American military when Israel went 
to war with the Shiite militia of Hezbollah. 

Here was the grand strategy I had read about in all 
those manuals. It was going to be another great Western 
military move like those we had seen in previous wars, 
like the stratagem of Operation Fortitude during World 
War II—the Allied plan to deceive the Germans that the 
invasion of Europe was to occur at Pas-de-Calais rather 
than in Normandy—but this time with the Israelis in the 
lead. 

It would encapsulate the brilliance shown by 
Swartzkoff and Powell in the first Gulf War. The great 
shift to the left and the “Hail Mary” to surround the 
Republican Guard from behind. 

The Americans and the Coalition, with the aid of 
the Israelis, were finally working off the same playbook 
with the same goals in sight. I could see the grand 
offensive taking shape. 

With the precise and deadly opening salvo of the 
battle, it was sure to be a lightning-quick battle. 
Everything was there: the plans and even the 
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momentum. I thought I was finally seeing the 
imagination and resolve the world had been waiting for. 

Israel would move into Lebanon proper, crushing the 
militant, Iranian-backed Hezbollah organization before 
it grew too large and strong, preventing the Iranians 
from manoeuvering and defeating the splintered and 
fractious democratic institutions of that newly 
reconstructed country. 

By passing the capital and taking control of the south 
and east-central portion of the country right up to the 
Syrian border, the Israelis would be only 12 miles from 
Damascus. The pressure on Assad would be 
unbelievable. Scared of losing what little he had left and 
too timid to move against the Israelis for fear of the 
Americans on his eastern flank, he would be out of 
influence. 

I was then waiting to hear about a “new” American 
offensive in Iraq as the military went after the militias 
and death squads. With the power base crumbling and 
fighters on all sides seeing the gains of the West, 
momentum would swing. Sadr City would either fall or 
the Shiite militia would have been so severely weakened 
it would have to abandon most of its influence in 
Baghdad. 

Then would come a precisely-timed deadline from 
the European powers for Iran to submit to the will of the 
international community regarding the continual 
escalation of its nuclear program. The announcement 
would be strong and unequivocal. The West would draw 
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a line in the sand and back it up with the military 
pressure that was suddenly being exhibited in the region. 

With Hezbollah fighting for its life in Israeli- 
controlled South Lebanon and Damascus within easy 
military striking distance from the Lebanese/Syrian 
border, and the militias in Iraq under pressure from an 
American offensive, Iran would have been under 
tremendous pressure to accept the West’s conditions of 
suspension or be forced to accept even more severe 
sanctions. 

I was sure of my analysis. 

Iran is in no position to fight. Even the Iranians 
know we in the West completely understand their 
military position. 

As the first Gulf War illustrated, you do not fight the 
United States or the Western Alliance without nuclear 
weapons. Your forces—as the Russians learned during 
the Cold War—are no match for our technological 
advantage. 

Here it was, I thought, the battle plan that was going 
to create the opportunity to force a peace on all the 
belligerents in the region, an opportunity that would 
afford us the time to gain position against those in the 
Middle East who don’t believe in democracy and gain 
the upper hand. 

But as I watched and waited, the grand plan and 
alliance I thought existed evaporated as quickly as my 
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belief that this war could be concluded in a timely 
fashion and with few deaths. 

We will now have to face the reality of a long, 
protracted conflict that will take more lives than anyone 
could ever imagine. 

Our side and its political and military leaders don’t 
know what they have gotten themselves into. 
Furthermore, it seems our destiny not to have at our 
disposal that gifted military leader with the natural 
insight and ability we need for such a conflict. It’s not 
that he doesn’t exist. But because of our bloated, 
overweight Western political system and our perpetual 
ability to find disagreement with our natural allies 
around the globe where common ground should exist, 
the very structure of our system will not allow him to 
emerge. 

And for that reason, we will someday face a man on 
their side of this war who will teach us all here in the 
West a lesson or two in how to properly execute our own 
tactics ... and, heaven forbid, win. 
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Sorry Bur Tliar China Doll is Smashed 
and Can’t Be Fined 

Of all the subjects I’ve delved into over the years, the 
most interesting and helpful I’ve encountered, the ones 
that help cut through all the usual morass found in 
anything we humans do, are psychology and psychiatry. 

I know that physicists love their theories and 
biologists look to that good ol’ double helix and its 
design to understand the world. And let’s not snub those 
mathematicians who feel that the secret to 
understanding the world exists within an algorithm or 
two. 

But they all forget one thing: human beings are not 
entirely rational. 

That is why I turn to psychology in my attempts to 
understand the world, especially in this time of war. 

My mainstay in life has always been the works of 
psychology’s pioneers. They are the ones who shine the 
greatest light on this subject. Certainly there are those 
whose work is important but usually they are just 
building on the base established by these pioneers; they 
and their work are best left for the textbook. 
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In the field of psychology you have two 
behemoths: Sigmund Freud and Carl G. Jung. 


great 




I’ve read most of their works. Personally, I think both 
have much to offer the subject of psychology, but each is 
really at his best when he stays within the confines of his 
own sphere of expertise. 

In my opinion, Dr. Freud is best in the realm of self- 
examination, his expertise best deployed in the therapy 
room; to look inside myself and see why it is I do the 
things I do. 

Dr. Carl G. Jung and his work offers something a bit 
larger in terms of introspection. His work allows us to 
understand more of the complexities of ourselves, the 
characteristics and traits we all have and what we share 
and have in common as human beings. 

That is why I find Dr. Jung’s work so comforting at a 
time like this. It is through his process of discovery that 
one can gain a clear perspective when most see only 
confusion. He had long given up on experimental 
psychology and knew the answer to understanding the 
soul was hidden elsewhere. 




He brought with him a vast knowledge ranging from 
religion to alchemy. He knew the importance of history, 
mythology and philosophy. He knew the intricate 
differences between diverse cultures and traditions. He 
knew that humans were not always sincere in their 
interpretation of life, both with others and with 
themselves. He knew this through his work and 
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understanding of symbolism. 

And what is war but all these things in conflict with 
each other? 

Like an individual gone mad, we in the world today 
are faced with a collective mania. But all we can 
perceive—even with all our great communication 
equipment and means of distribution—is the outward 
manifestation of an illness. 

What lies at the heart of this illness? Perhaps Dr. 
Jung might see the following. 

Are the socialists, internationalists and relativists 
fighting tooth and Lenin nail for a return to the old status 
quo ? 

Is America, as one political analyst said, looking to 
colonialism to strengthen its power base? 

Or are we in the first energy war that everyone has 
been talking about? Is it as simple as one narrow-minded 
writer put it: “It’s about the oil, dude!” 

Perhaps it is all of the above. Yet we’ll never know 
because these are only manifestations. I am sure Dr. Jung 
would go much deeper in analysis than the above 
examples. He would know the real answer lies 
somewhere below the surface of our overt actions. 

And this is where Carl Jung can really be of service. 
What would he see? 
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A reality of a world and its predicaments so large, so 
complex, that no side in the debate can put forth a 
solution to any problem on the world stage anymore? 

The institutions that harbored our society for the last 
70 or so years no longer capable of working and 
functioning as they were intended? Their raison d’etre 
smashed when the third infantry division crossed the 
international boundary of Iraq and Kuwait? 

Perhaps that’s what he might see. 

But wait, there’s more ... 

If one concentrates on the war in Iraq from a neutral 
position, you will see the collective unconscious goals of 
the West’s elite unfolding, as is their desire. These goals 
are not necessarily those we, the common people, might 
expect or were told about through our mass media. 

But make no mistake, the physical, psychological and 
economic integrity of the Middle East will never be as it 
was. Islam is in tatters and on the verge of its own 
Reformation ... 

And as a response to 9/11, I don’t think the message 
to the world could be any stronger. 

Those who run the West have not lost sight of their 
goals. 

Well, you get the point. 
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As for the symbolism in all this, I think a great 
general, speaking about the invasion of Iraq, summed it 
all up best: “You break it, you bought it.” 

Unfortunately for us, we in the West have broken 
more than we can pay for. And there is a no return 
policy. 
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It Was Only My Samsonite Suitcase and Me ... 

I’ve been very lucky. 

Over the years I have had the chance to visit the 
United States of America over three specific time 
periods during the span of my life. The first in my early 
childhood days, the second when I was still a young man 
forming my ideas and impressions of the world and the 
third now in my early 30s. 

When I was young, I loved Star Wars. I ate at 
McDonalds. I played with Lego, watched NFL football 
on television and played touch football with those rules 
outside with my friends. 

For the first ten years of my life we always vacationed 
in North Dakota. Grand Forks was our summer vacation 
destination. This was in the 1970s. I never could tell the 
difference between an American and a Canadian. 
Everywhere you went, either side of the border, people 
were the same. The border seemed silly to me as a child; 
I couldn’t see any difference. 

We stopped going to the United States when I was 
about 11. For the next nine years I stayed in Canada 
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without ever talking to an American. It was during those 
years I began to see my friends change as they adopted 
more and more the Canadian ethos. As for me, it wasn’t 
a complete rejection of the American moral and 
traditional value system. But there was certainly a 
growing difference between myself and my friends. 

I always knew I was born in a foreign country and did 
not grow up an American. But the strange thing was, I 
wasn’t a Canadian either. 

Beyond that fact, everyone I knew who was my age 
was going through those very formative years of puberty, 
which did not help in determining what was “American” 
and what was “Canadian.” 

Sure, we still ate at McDonalds and watched 
American movies, but the impact of what Canadian 
society is began to have a greater impact on the idea of 
the individual as more and more of my friends and those 
around me began to emulate the role models they 
encountered in everyday life and what they were being 
taught in school. 

I believed in what I saw when I was young. I believed 
in definite ideas of right and wrong. Equality to me was 
a concept of opportunity, nothing else. I believed in ideas 
like honor, duty and country. 

I guess you can say I was blind—or maybe just too 
involved in my own life—but I never realized that this 
was an American value system, which placed much self- 
worth and importance on being an individual. 
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It was only after a disappointing stay in the Canadian 
military and several other unexpected encounters with 
the distinctly Canadian culture and establishment that I 
began to realize something was wrong. I didn’t fit into 
Canada. I couldn’t understand it. Where had Canada 
and I split? 

Had I changed? 

My next exposure to the American way of life 
occurred when I crossed the border at Pacific Highway in 
December 1990. In the previous months I had moved to 
Vancouver, B.C. and had decided that it too was not for 
me. Selling everything, I decided to take a trip across 
America on a Greyhound bus. 

The most important point on that trip came very 
early. As we traveled through Idaho, a number of 
passengers in the back of the bus heard I was heading to 
south Florida. As a group we hadn’t really spoken much 
to each other, but that’s how it is when you travel. 
Conversations and friendships begin without formal 
introductions. 

I thought they knew I was a Canadian. So when one 
of the passengers suggested I bring the flag back with me 
on my return, I have to say, I was shocked. But then I 
realized, how would they know I was not an American? 
I had no discernable Canadian traits. I don’t even say 
“eh?” 

As the adventure continued and as state after state, 
city and town passed by with passengers getting on and 
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off, I saw something in the American people I had not 
seen since my last visit to America: rugged 
individualism, risk-taking and the spirit of adventure. 

With my expanded travels I saw for the first time the 
difference in culture from one state to another and one 
region to another. Yet wherever I went, there was still an 
underlying commonality that said “American.” 

Despite its casual usage, the phrase “How are you?” 
holds meaning and importance, and is not just said as an 
introduction to break the ice of unfamiliarity. The idea 
of respect and interest in one’s fellow man is actually a 
value, not just a common saying or greeting you use as a 
simple introduction. I began to see that I had missed 
much by not being in America for those last nine years. 

The trip continued down to Miami and then over to 
the Bahamian Islands. I ended up broke and had to have 
my father bring me home. It was an adventure all right 
but it didn’t last long enough. 

I returned to Canada for the next 13 years without 
once setting foot in America. Over that period of time I 
saw Canadians grow more and more rude. I saw my 
ability to communicate with the average citizen grow 
more and more difficult. I watched as restaurant after 
restaurant remodeled, removing their lunch counters 
and replacing them with tables and booths. 

When I tried to talk to my friends about the 
prosperity of America they said we had it better. Yet the 
rhetoric never matched the reality of the facts I read. I 
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watched as my country went from the 7 th largest 
economy in the world to the 9th, while America stayed 
Number 1. Countries that had been behind Canada now 
roared past us in wealth and prosperity. 

I also found myself perceiving more and more 
hypocrisy in terms of what Canada claimed to the world 
to be, set against a backdrop of reality that never 
measured up to the hype. What the elite of Canadian 
society said often belied much of their actions. 
Multiculturalism is fine but only if you keep the natives 
on reserves. Bilingualism is important but only for a job 
in government. 

A free and open society, as long as you agreed that 
the starting point of any debate was to begin within the 
ground rules of expression, conforming to the shallow 
idealism of political correctness. During a decade of 
involvement in the film and television industry I 
watched as private company after private company was 
forced out of the business to be replaced only by 
government- structured funding. 

I watched as church pews emptied while banking 
lines got longer. Canadians love their money, yet a free 
market between provinces is still out of the question. 

Some would listen politely as I discussed these 
disturbing events. But most would be outright offended 
that I would question what to them was absolutely 
“right” in terms of how people should act and behave— 
let alone suggest what the government should be doing. 
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Thankfully this all ended when I made it back to 
America. 

In 2003 I crossed the border again. I drive a truck, 
long haul, down here and it affords me an even better 
glimpse of American life, one you can’t get as a tourist. 
It is this perspective that has brought me to the 
conclusion that the American individual is a more 
complete person than most. 

Since my return I can now see the importance of 
how and why America is the way it is. 

From a Canadian perspective, I can also see 
something more than just a change or need to be 
different from America in the Canadian national ideal. I 
was in Blue Earth, Minnesota delivering a load of salt 
when I got into a conversation with the former mayor of 
that little picturesque American town. I told him that I 
was originally from Winnipeg and he told me how he and 
his family had often found themselves up that way for 
their vacations. But he said they didn’t go there 
anymore. His reason was very simple: they didn’t feel 
welcome there anymore. 

He said that he had found the attitude of Canadian 
people towards Americans had hardened severely. I 
asked if this was just a new issue based on a general 
difference of opinion regarding Iraq. I was surprised to 
hear that this environment of dislike began long before 
the Iraq invasion and even 9/11. He described the 
animosity towards himself and his family as “beyond 
cold.” 
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Certainly the city and the places they visited looked 
the way they always had, clean, and the restaurants 
offered interesting and decent food, but ... 

We discussed these facts and I agreed with him that 
something within Canadian people had changed. 

I apologized to him on behalf of all the Canadians he 
had met who had made him feel uncomfortable, but he 
said it wasn’t really necessary. He was just glad that 
someone whom he had always considered a friend had 
finally shown up. 

To describe what has gone on in Canada over these 
last 10 years is very difficult. But the changes—and there 
have been many—have greatly affected the soul of the 
average Canadian. The lunch counters are gone. The 
standard of living has gone down in many places and 
outright control of the government over the cultural 
industries, the core of a free and expressive society, has 
become almost complete. 

But there is something more sinister. 

I think the story that sums up best the reason I spend 
so much time in America these days comes from what I 
heard on one of my journeys last year. It involved a 
middle-class Canadian couple whose son had returned 
from university with an attitude of anti-Americanism. I’ll 
let her tell you this story in her own words: 

“We have never thought bad things about the 
American people. We always taught our son to respect 



123 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 



others in the world and my husband and I have always 
believed that Americans are really good people. So we 
were completely shocked and surprised to hear these 
things coming from our son. He was never like that 
before he went off to university. I mean he hates 
Americans now.” 

I asked if their son had ever visited America. The 
answer was no. 

And this is what I have learned. Most people whom 
I have met who harbor these feelings towards Americans 
really don’t know what America is about. No matter 
what good America may try to instill in the world 
through its foreign policy there will always be someone 
who will counter this message with lies. Unfortunately, 
there will always be someone who will listen and believe. 

Now, when I hear about this woman’s son, it tells me 
that there is a systematic and deliberate attempt to 
undermine the idea of America within the higher levels 
of Canadian education. It also tells me that it is an 
organized and reasoned attempt with resources and 
political backing of some kind. This, I believe, stems 
from the fact that all institutions of higher learning in 
Canada are publicly funded. 

We have no private universities in Canada. 

It also tells me that just as there are those who are 
the intended recipients of this hateful propaganda, there 
are those who stand behind it as the architects of its 
design and who hope to gain from its dissemination. 
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But when I see that this growing indoctrination of 
deceit and systemic lie-telling occurs within the 
educational system of a country that calls itself free, it 
tells me what happened between me and the country I 
once called home. I never changed. My country did. 

Such Canadian attitudes have become accepted as 
the norm. I find it very troubling and worrisome that 
hate is acceptable. 

I think America will have to go to great lengths in 
the coming years to keep themselves and their way of life 
safe. 

If that means that I have to apply for a Visa one day, 
so be it. I will. 

I will always support my friends and accept whatever 
they need to do now and in the future to keep 
themselves and their way of life safe from those who wish 
to destroy it. Now I know what it is I like about America 
so much. 

America is a place where a well-rounded human 
being may function and grow. Canada is filled with too 
many people who are incomplete in their understanding 
of themselves and the world in which they reside. 



125 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




Planes, Trains ... and Passports? 

With the summer driving and vacation season upon 
us soon, it may come as a shock to many Americans that 
this year, 2007, will be the last you will be able to travel 
to and from Canada without a passport. 

As a Canadian, I think that it is time to make sure 
these documents have some real use. With all the talk of 
“Canadian Values,” it is now time to inform you 
Americans of our Canadian “independence.” 

Considering all the misunderstandings between 
people, religions and cultures in today’s crazy and mixed- 
up world, it would be prudent if we undertook certain 
measures to prevent mishaps from occurring between 
two countries that for so long have been good friends 
and neighbors. 

I believe both governments should sit down and add 
to the passport a list of Canadian words, phrases and 
definitions that now differ from their American cousins’ 
interpretation. 

Here are just a few to start with: 
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Safety: 

a socialist code word for control. 

Work Week: 

a term of labor applying only to the 16 
million of Canada’s 32 million people 
who work. 

Controlled 

Substance: 

happiness. 

Feminine 

Mystique: 

the need to pierce ones face with 
a small piece of metal. 

Weed: 

the leaf that should be on the Canadian 
flag (The latest poll indicating that 50% 
of Canadians have used marijuana.) 

(A Politeness: 

see Safety. Q 

Hospitality: 

taking an American tourist’s money with 
a smile and thanks only to tell them in 
the next breath that they can only have 
access to our water when pigs fly. 

Eh?: 

used to mean the same as y’all but is now 
a symbol of Canadian linguistic ingenuity. 

Family: 

whatever the Canadian Supreme Court 
says it is this week. (Polygamy is on the 
docket next) 


So perhaps with these definitions, we can avoid the 
nasty little cultural clashes that have arisen of late. But, 
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alas, I fear that even this genuine attempt at addressing 
the growing differences between our two countries has 
come too late, the damage has been done. The days 
when an American tourist feels comfortable and wanted 
in Canada have all but vanished. 

If this drive for a new set of “Canadian Values” 
continues, an American may just want to vacation 
somewhere else, permanently. And the need for a 
passport to re-enter America when traveling back from 
Canada may end up being a moot point. 
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Happy 4th of July, America! 

As a Canadian who travels and works mostly in 
America, I happened to be in Canada for both national 
days of celebration. July 1st is the day Canada celebrates 
its birth as a country. But July 1st is a far different 
celebration than the American 4th of July, which is not 
only celebrated as a day of independence for all 
Americans, but as a day when the world was shown that 
the rights of man—and the ideas of freedom, liberty and 
equality—can truly exist. 

Even though I was up here, I was fortunate enough 
to catch the 4th of July on television. 

For a moment I was little surprised by the guest 
appearance of Kim Jong-Il of North Korea at the July 4th 
celebration in Washington, but when the smoke cleared 
from all the fireworks, I realized it was only Elmo on his 
tricycle. 

Beyond all the entertainment, it got me thinking 
about what America means to me. 

I cherish the lunch counters in diners everywhere in 
America that allow me to talk to men and women of all 
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races, colors and creeds. Canadians have long given up 
the freedom of the lunch counter in favor of booths with 
high walls that eyes cannot penetrate and seats so deep 
your voice is lost without a trace. 

I cherish the freedom of the media in America that 
allows a differing opinion for every station that I tune 
into. I guess, it’s the refreshing tone of normalcy I enjoy 
so much, since in Canada the government represents the 
fifth-largest advertiser in the country; one can only be 
told so often what it means to be Canadian. 

I cherish listening to the American who tells me who 
he’s going to vote for this fall in the mid-term elections: 
state secretary, county sheriff, judge, Congress and 
Senate. 

I cherish not having to listen to a Canadian tell me 
how America is not a real democracy. 

I cherish the fact that Americans are my friends and 
neighbors. 

Happy birthday, United States of America. 
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The Price is How Much? 

As a Canadian I’ve endured almost 25 years of 
unbridled, unchecked and unwanted ultra-left-wing 
“utopian” social engineering. Its origins can be traced to 
the Constitution of Canada introduced back in 1982. 
I’ve often been asked by many of my American friends to 
put into laymen’s terms the meaning of this ideal of 
“utopia” and how it affects the Canadian individual. 
This question was no more relevant than when a friend 
from Kentucky asked me the other day why we don’t 
have TV game shows up here. 

That got me thinking ... 

Dick Smith, come on down you’re our next contestant! 

How lucky to represent my group at this great event, 
I thought. We were all there: black, white, Asian, native, 
gay, etc. So many groups that I lost count after a while. 
We each had our own little spot with little microphones 
next to the stage. The only thing that seemed a bit odd 
was that we were each in our own little sound-proof 
booth so we couldn’t hear what the next person bid. 
That would be unfair. 
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Our host, Mr. Sing, waved his hand and brought out 
the first prize. 

It was a fur coat from China. Not a real fur coat, I 
was told, because that would be just wrong. Mr. Sing 
asked me how much I thought it cost. To my surprise, my 
guess was the closest. 

My assumption that cheap Chinese prison labor 
wouldn’t add much to the value of that thing must have 
paid off. 

So up on stage I went. 

Mr. Sing then brought out a brand-new CM 
Hummer. 

“First,” he said, “All you have to do is tell me which 
of these five products: a stick of gum, a hair brush, the 
toothpaste, the shampoo or the deodorant costs less 
than $5, not including tax.” I tried to listen to the 
announcer as she described the products but she spoke 
only in French. 

I guessed the stick of gum. 

I was right! “Now,” he said, “tell me the correct six¬ 
digit price of the car and it will be yours.” 

I tried but wasn’t even close. I asked if he thought 
that price was a little steep for a car. He said, “Just 
imagine the price if the government of Canada hadn’t 
given General Motors $465 million in the form of a 
subsidy!” 
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Yeah, I wondered. 

Mr. Sing said we should move on or we would ruin 
the live broadcast. 

“Live show! I thought this was on tape delay.” 

“Oh no,” he replied, “live is the only way to 
broadcast without interfering with the Canadian content 
rules, since all the products on the show were made 
outside of Canada.” 

Made sense to me. 

So off I went to spin the big wheel. 

There were three other contestants: another guy and 
two women, and each gender had a wheel to themselves. 
I listened as Mr. Sing explained the rules. It was simple, 
the one closest to a dollar or lucky enough to hit $1 
without going over would be the winner. The women got 
a second chance if they didn’t get a dollar in the first go- 
round. But even if they spun twice their two spins always 
added up to $0.95. On our wheel I got two spins as well. 
But if I spun more than once I had a good chance of 
going over a dollar. 

The females each got $0.95, the other male 
contestant spun twice and—as predicted—went over a 
dollar. I was the last to spin. 

I couldn’t believe my luck! I hit $1! 

So there I was in the showcase showdown. 



133 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



It was between this nice old lady and me. She said 
she was hoping to win a prize for her grandson so she 
could pawn it off for some decent cash to help him from 
defaulting on his student loans. 

Our first showcase prize was an almost-new, 
reconditioned washer-dryer set that had been 
electronically enhanced to work only in off-peak energy 
hours with minimal water usage. 

I was asked if I wanted to bid or pass. I figured the 
little old lady could probably get a good price for that 
thing on the environmentalists’ black market. So I 
passed. 

Then they brought out my prize: A two-week all- 
expenses-paid trip to the Mayo Clinic. It looked great, 
yet I wasn’t sure. I asked if two weeks would be long 
enough to get to the front of any lines there. 

Mr. Sing said there were no lines. 

I couldn’t put my offer in fast enough ... 

I was going to explain to my friend why we don’t 
have game shows in Canada, but instead I told him it’s 
because they’re just not any fun. 
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Rumor Versus Reality' 

As a long-haul trucker from Canada I find myself in 
Illinois quit often. 

On this last trip I was enjoying a late-night meal in 
Effingham when another out-of-stater made the loud 
and boisterous comment that all men in Illinois were 
either in jail or dealing drugs. 

I was too tired to interject at that very moment, so I 
waited with interest to see if anyone was willing to 
counter this slanderous assessment of the character of 
Illinois people. The only one to address it was the 
waitress, who sheepishly responded to the question of 
her availability by saying she was, with one small caveat. 
Her boyfriend was in jail. 

With that I made my way back to the salad bar. 

Now, personally, I think that whole conversation was 
a set-up. Earlier in the day I had met a fine, upstanding 
young man who helped change my trailer tire on 
Interstate-5 7. As he changed my tire he reiterated a tale 
of adventure involving himself and his pregnant fiancee 
that had occurred earlier in the year. 
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He was tired and she was driving when they hit a 
patch of black ice near Champaign, Illinois. As you may 
guess, they, as did many others, soon found themselves 
parked in the ditch. 

When all was said and done with the tow trucks and 
excitement, the police notified all involved that a fine 
would be issued to those who had been driving. Their 
reasoning? Everyone had been driving too fast for the 
road condition. When the officer came to issue the 
ticket to my new friend and his fiancee, the officer asked 
who had been driving. The young man piped up that he 
had been behind the wheel. 

Chivalry is not dead! 

But wait. Two birds are always better than one. 

I was traveling down Interstate-74 near Bloomington 
the next day, the sky darkening with storm clouds and 
the radio wailing about a tornado watch for the area. I 
made a conscious effort and pulled my rig over into the 
hammer lane to allow more room for the state trooper 
changing the tire of a stranded motorist on the side of 
the road. 

Now to me, these two examples of real Illinois 
residents typify the spirit and character found within the 
people of the great state of Illinois. 
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The Journey Continues ... 

Part I 

Life’s lessons come at you fast. You must always be 
attentive to the world around you or you’ll miss what it 
is trying to teach you. As for me, I’ve always tried to keep 
my eyes open, my ears free of wax and my mind clear so 
I won’t miss that moment when the world is willing to 
take the time to teach me something. 

The funny thing about these little lessons is that you 
never know what form or shape they will take. 

When I was younger, the drive and desire I had to be 
creative was unbelievable. In many ways it was 
boundless. But I was never sure how best to express this 
internal drive and desire to create. I thought perhaps I 
would be an artist. But what kind of an artist? At the 
time, I thought it best to find a place where my creativity 
could flourish and grow. I guess you could say I was 
looking for my muse. Canada, however, is a hard place 
for a muse to exist. 

I had already been to many places in Canada by the 
time I was 20 or so, but Canada is a country where, if you 
were dropped blindfolded into the middle of any city 
between the Rocky Mountains and the Rideau Canal 
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and then took the blindfold off, you’d never know 
exactly where you were. In many ways it all looks and 
feels the same. 

This fact caused me great intellectual and artistic 
confusion. 

Quebec certainly has a distinctiveness about it and 
the Mari times and Newfoundland are different, too— 
the Canadian prairies with its isolated city states like 
Winnipeg, Saskatoon and Edmonton all offer their own 
unique perspective of a flourishing arts community, but 
no matter where I went it all seemed cut from the same 
cloth. 

Same but different? Does that make sense? Probably 
not, but that was what I was thinking. 

Should my work be regional in dimension or should 
I speak to a greater “nationalism” that might get me 
funding? To be young and confused is certainly not a 
place for the weak of mind or heart. 

But even if I could make that distinction, I still could 
not overcome that creeping generality that I saw 
overtaking the country. 

To me it was all becoming the same. The same stores, 
the same style of dress, the same despondent and 
depressed people. 

In a final and desperate attempt to find some 
uniqueness within Canada, I eventually ended up in 
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Vancouver, British Columbia in 1990. I had hoped that 
all those papers and magazines I had read would turn out 
to be correct in their pronouncement: “There is a 
difference between the West Coast and the rest of 
Canada.” 

And, as luck or destiny would have it, things finally 
began to fall into place for me. 

From exploring the theatre to the galleries, to 
working within the independent film scene and spending 
time on the movie lots of big Hollywood productions, I 
never had a dull moment or missed an opportunity to 
learn. I even managed to squeeze in time as a volunteer, 
working as a community producer for a local community 
cable network. I was running amok—I had found my 
muse and she could hardly keep up! 

I was even lucky enough to sit with my friend Guy 
Maddin at the Vancouver International Film Festival as 
we watched the premiere of his second feature 
Archangel. 

But for me this was not enough! I had to find out 
even more, so I traveled. From the interior of British 
Columbia I made my way through towns like Chilliwack, 
Hope and Abbotsford. I even made it to the mountain 
resort community of Whistler, exploring every nook and 
cranny that could lead to something new and exciting. 

I could see that I was finally getting close to what I 
was looking for. 
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In fact it was on one of those trips, to Seattle, 
Washington, that I found it one day. 

My friend and I had heard about a festival in Seattle 
so we decided to go. It wasn’t until we started to get 
closer to the main venues of the festival that we realized 
we were the only two white people in a sea of black. 
Suddenly it dawned on me that it was a celebration of 
black culture. 

I didn’t mind. In fact, I was having a ball! But when 
I looked around and couldn’t see another single white 
person in this sea of black, I felt out of place for the first 
time. 

I didn’t like it. 

Not that it made me angry or mad, or made me want 
to go out and make sure that the white race dominates 
everything forever as some might have done. 

Should I go out and paint a picture to capture the 
moment ? Should I slip out my digital camera to show the 
world this moment of realization1 Or perhaps I could sculpt 
that moment into marble rock in an interpretation that could 
freeze the essence of that moment, framing it in stone for 
eternity. 

I could even use the time-honored tradition of putting it 
down on paper for all to understand. 

More than anything, I realized I wanted to do all of it. 
But how1 
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It’s funny, but it wasn’t all that culture and all those 
artistic happenings in Vancouver that seemed important 
anymore. Paintbrushes and styles, film noir or comedy, mam 
made architecture or the natural beauty of the West Coast 
landscape—all were important, but in the end, all were 
merely subjects for inquiry. What I was looking for wasn’t 
within Canada, the United States or, for that matter, any 
other culture or society. I had been looking at the problem 
from the wrong direction and in the wrong context. What I 
was looking for resides within us all. 

I finally realized what it was I wanted to do. I wanted to 
create a new movement. A new kind of artist. And with it, a 
new set of ideals. Something that could capture that moment 
I experienced and make it available to all. 

The foundation for this new movement is a choice: it is 
imperative for artists to know which side of the great divide — 
arts or entertainment—they are on. Misunderstanding, not 
one’s talents or capabilities, but one’s ability to communicate 
and touch another on that most basic level of human 
understanding and emotion, may actually cause one to end 
up doing more harm than good in today’s “art imitates life/life 
imitates art” world. 

I also realized that my new movement must consist of, 
and be based upon, personal artistic restraint. When it comes 
to insight and genius, all can be lost if we surrender our 
ability to restrain ourselves from all that surrounds us that is 
not worth our while. Only those with this unique ability, 
which allows them to focus and challenge this “art imitates 
life/life imitates art” world, will create new and wonderful 
opportunities for us to grow and become whole. And, 
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unfortunately, if you do not have that unique ability, your 
work will end up as mere entertainment for the masses, 
forever embracing the status quo and all that is mundane. 

But that’s fine. Entertainment is as necessary as good art. 

And even if the artist has a character capable of restraint, 
that ability to capture those moments that exist with novelty, 
enlightenment and artistic beauty, we as a society must not 
force or coerce the artist to fulfill this obligation, which really 
is ours alone—as the viewer and individual—to experience 
for ourselves. 

For the first time I had become aware of who I was in 
relation to the world around me. It also showed me what 
art is and isn’t. 

My importance suddenly seemed somewhat 
diminished. But that was a good thing. Sometimes we get 
too big for even our own egos. 

But I am very grateful to the world for that moment 
of clarity. For that brief second I understood what it 
means to be a minority. 

I understood what it meant to be different and alone. 
It was also then that I knew the point thou must begin 
from to call thyself an artist. 

This is my contribution to art and entertainment. 
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Margaret Atwood’s Big Adventure 

Over the years I have had the pleasure of reading 
some of the greatest literary works the human mind has 
ever produced. Such great authors as Dostoevsky and 
Henri de Balzac, Ernest Hemingway and Shakespeare 
are just a few who parse the tip of my tongue. I can’t 
remember how many long, quiet nights I’ve spent 
contemplating their works. I have even had the time to 
enjoy the works of Stendhal and the pleasure of dabbling 
in the ideas of Emile Zola. With a mystery here, a 
western there and even a little science fiction thrown in 
for good measure, it didn’t take long for me to recognize 
the depths of wonder and imagination we all have. 

I have read plays and poems. I have spent time 
enjoying sonnets and wondering how it is possible to 
write a story like Gilgamesh. Even as a child I ran the 
gamut of writings and styles from Doctor Seuss to Jacob 
Two Two and the Hooded Fang. 

Since I originate from Canada, I have also read some 
of the best works this country’s authors have created 
over the years. From the musings of Mordecai Richler to 
Farley Mowat’s The Regiment, I have spent many a day 
and night enjoying their tales of adventure. 
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As you can probably surmise, I have always enjoyed 
reading. It is how we learn. But unfortunately much of 
what has been produced over the last 25 years or so has 
less to do with learning and more to do with political 
propaganda; literature now seems much more connected 
to an ethos of personal hubris and media hype than 
conceived with any real substance. 

Inflated egos grasp at intellectual and political fads 
rather than try to explain the human condition we are all 
trying to understand in a universal way. 

But I guess for me, the real problem is understanding 
when, exactly, art becomes political philosophy. Over the 
years, I have found that I can’t stand to listen to artists 
and writers—or for that matter, almost anyone in the 
entertainment industry anymore. 

When I was young, the method that I call preaching 
to an audience was not only less noticeable, it seemed to 
be non-existent. And if it did, it was on a much more 
benign and nuanced level that still allowed me to enjoy 
what I watched or read. Furthermore, it was done in 
such a way that it was entertaining. I could watch a TV 
show and laugh and not have to question whether it was 
appropriate. I could be scared without thinking about 
whether or not it was real. Characters were more 
likeable. George Burns could play God and no one would 
be outside the theatre protesting. 

I don’t know if simple, entertaining stories even exist 
anymore. 
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The problem isn’t with the industry, it’s with the 
artists. 

My only enjoyment now is to look at sculpture and 
old paintings created before the modern era. 

At least to me, it is less political and more appealing. 
But that’s just my opinion. The problem for everyone 
today is that we are not being entertained, we’re being 
manipulated. 

I have always been for artistic impression, whatever 
it is. To limit the energies or ideas of an individual is 
criminal and should never be tolerated. 

I thought the limits of my acceptance of that 
principle could be tested no further when, a few years 
ago, a performing artist in Manitoba wore a wedding 
dress and soaked up cow semen and blood in that dress 
as part of the performance. 

Well, I guess it was not to be. It has been tested even 
further by those in this age who have taken their belief 
that self-perpetuating arrogance equals talent to 
stratospheric heights. This small group of writers think 
they are this period’s greatest writers and artists. If you 
don’t believe them, just look at the shelves filled with 
awards from their friends and peers, they say. 

I mean, how can they not be the greatest writers and 
artists? A jury of their peers is never wrong. Is it? 

I thought about getting on an arts jury once, but it 
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was kind of like trying to get work on a movie set. First 
you have to be part of the union. To become a member 
of the union you have to have worked on three movie 
sets. 

So maybe those juries are not so open. Anyway, you 
get the picture. 

Now this particular beef is with those particular 
writers who think it is their job to re-create the classics 
of literature. The reasoning behind this escapade? My 
only guess is that the writers of yesteryear never heard of 
the term “political correctness.” And in their ignorance 
they provided us with faulty work that needs a little 
tweaking here and there! 

I won’t name all the offenders here but I will 
concentrate on the one who I am most familiar with. 

Margaret Atwood. It was her job to release a new 
version of the Odyssey. She aptly entitled it The 
Penelopiad. 

I guess it was her job to rewrite this classic because 
she is as close to a Flomer as we have today. 

I am not totally unfamiliar with her work. I was 
forced to read some in Grade 12 English, for no other 
reason that I could surmise at the time except that in 
Canada there was a trend to teach and highlight left¬ 
leaning artists who could fit the current ideological 
model of the time. And if you’re not sure what this 
model of the time looked like, I’ll tell you. 


148 


















vp:Layout 


e 


1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



The more an artist railed at Americans, the better. If 
the work happened to be published outside of the United 
States and could be called “international,” it had to be of 
pure genius. You see, it is the perspective of these 
“internationalists” that although American art and 
literature is okay, it can’t capture that gestalt that 
happens to be the true and genuine trend of the real 
Western world. 

Well, real or not, I read Atwood’s The Handmaid’s 
Tale. 

After our assignments were handed in, my teacher 
asked me what I had thought of this “great 20th century 
masterpiece.” 

I still remember what I said. But instead of telling 
you what I thought was wrong with it in Grade 12 male- 
invested testosterone angst, I will give you my 
understanding of that great classic of today’s Western 
literary world in a way that even the author would 
approve of. I’m going to rewrite, here before your very 
eyes, the entire novel. 

Yes, why not! 

Now, I don’t have the talent and the mastery of the 
literary word as these writers do, nor can I plumb the 
depths of modern compromise as they do, so please bear 
with me as I plod along in my attempt to rewrite this 
modern-day work of Enlightenment. I know from their 
perspective I’m not worth a lick of spittle on a fountain 
pen in terms of my talent compared to theirs, but here 
goes: 



149 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 



Wait a minute, look at the time! 

I was going to rewrite the entirety of The Handmaids 
Tale, but I actually have other pressing things to do in 
life, like laundry. 

So I think I’ll just rewrite the first few lines. It will be 
told from a male perspective of the female protagonist in 
the book. 

Hang on, my cell phone just went off. 

“Hello? Yup, groceries. Sure.” 

Well, I won’t have time for that, either. I’ll just 
rewrite the title of the work. I’m sure you’ll get the point 
of the work’s true meaning with my new title. Surely ... 

“Damn! I have to pick the kids up from school.” 

You know, I’m not even going to bother rewriting the 
title. Why would I stoop to such levels? My ego needs no 
boosting. Besides, Margaret Atwood’s perspective of the 
world is so accurate and telling and apolitical, how could 
I possibly even try to rewrite her work when I could 
never see the world from where she sits! 

Besides I have no time for shenanigans like this. 

I still have to wash my hair! 
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The New Dark Ages? 

I was sitting at a lunch counter in Dallas, Texas the 
other day enjoying a great conversation with a man from 
Australia, when he asked me if I was ready for the second 
coming. 

I told him that I was a little surprised to hear such 
talk coming from an Aussie. 

“Oh,” he replied. “I’m not talking about anything 
religious, mate. I’m talking about the new Dark Ages.” 

He asked me if I knew anything about that period of 
time in human history. I told him I did, but with the way 
the world was going I found Mel Brooks’ version far more 
enjoyable than any book I could remember from my 
school-age years. 

As I continued, I told him I did remember it being 
portrayed as a time of limited human development. The 
Dark Ages were more about a feeling and a mood of 
irrationality than any specific event. It was a period of 
Western history from about 350 A.D to 1400 A.D, also 
commonly referred to as the Middle Ages. 
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Based on popular opinion, I told him that I believed 
it to have been a time that limited and intentionally 
thwarted intellectual investigation of ideas and scientific 
processes as they existed at that time. It was also an era 
stifling to any real emotional, intellectual and spiritual 
education or enlightenment for both the individual and 
society as a whole. 

“True enough!” he said. “It was also a time when no 
real records of any type were kept. And this,” he said, “is 
directly related to something far more important that 
was missing: their overall understanding of the role that 
consequence plays in daily life.” 

He continued as he reached for the sugar. 

“With no role or regard for consequence in our daily 
lives, there is no progress. No Enlightenment, no 
Reformation, no Industrial Age, no tomorrow, no today.” 

But before he could finish that train of thought, he 
told me he was running late and would have to cut the 
conversation short. And with that he wished me luck on 
my journeys, took one last sip of his coffee and was out 
the door. 

That was the last I thought about my Aussie friend 
until now ... 

Sitting here surfing the Internet on my computer, the 
only tool in human history with the ability to record 
human existence as it happens, minute by minute, 
nanosecond by nanosecond, my mind began to mull over 
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this notion of consequence. 

If consequence is dependent upon recorded history 
presenting our achievements and mistakes, thus creating 
momentum for that all elusive concept called human 
progress we seem so desperate to achieve, we should— 
theoretically—have no problems at all in the world right 
now. In fact, we should be living in a world at peace and 
bliss, not in one that mostly offers a clash of civilizations, 
East against West, Judeo-Christian versus Islam. 

But the more I think about consequence, the more I 
begin to understand and see what my Aussie friend’s 
view of today’s Dark Age is. He views consequence as 
nothing but a longer word for that philosophical term, 
logic. 

I guess what he was trying to explain is that we are 
encountering the exact same situation that the previous 
Dark Ages experienced, except in reverse. The people of 
the Dark Ages lived in a vacuum of a world with no 
information, today we are confronted by a worldwide 
glut of information overload. 

A lack of information causes our logical aspirations 
to fall on deaf ears. Too much information causes our 
understanding of consequence to be drowned out in the 
noise of our own—and everyone else’s—daily recorded 
lives. In either instance, the idea of logic and 
consequence is lost. 

But another era akin to the Dark Ages? 



153 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 



I don’t know ... 

I’d like to continue this train of thought for you, but 
there’s a rolling blackout coming and I want to save this 
before I lose it. 
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A Galaxy Far, Far Away; 

Reality or Just Great Marketing? 

Driving by Area 51, that little voice in my head 
began to sing to me the idea that there really was no 
alien spacecraft found in Roswell. 

What? No alien spacecraft, I thought to myself. No 
little green men (and women) somewhere out there to 
show us the error of our ways? No Mr. Spock with 
endless logic? No Jedi who fights against evil for freedom 
and justice? 

Why, I wondered, was my mind playing this horrible 
tune, fixated by the staccato drumbeat of reality, in my 
ear? Maybe it was the fact that I was now in Nevada on 
my way to Hollywood and the air conditioning in my 
truck had just stopped working. 

Then again, maybe that spinach salad I had for lunch 
wasn’t agreeing with me. 

Either way, I guess I couldn’t fool myself anymore. 
The kid who believed in a world where Star Wars could 
exist had grown up. I had to face the cold, hard world of 
reality. 
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Fact and time just don’t add up anymore. 

In the intervening sixty or so years since Roswell, not 
only have we never inspected another alien crash site, 
our best and brightest, hovering over that supposed out- 
of'this-world treasure trove of alien hardware, have only 
provided us with a faster computer and a better TV. 

If there was a space trunk filled with a spare tire and 
some advanced alien technology, it must be too complex 
for our scientists to wrap their minds around. Which 
makes me wonder then, how I am supposed to believe in 
their current crop of answers about what is needed to fix 
our ailing planet. 

Canadian scientist David Suzuki was right when he 
said, “We are a species out of control.” 

As everyone knows, I very rarely acknowledge that 
someone in the Canadian Establishment is ever right 
about anything. But this time I must agree. 

Scientists are “a species out of control.” 

I mean really, whenever did a wood carver from 
Connecticut or a writer from L.A ever cause so much 
environmental damage as a chemist working for Union 
Carbide or a physicist working on a power plant at Three 
Mile Island? 

Speaking of Three Mile Island and the issue of 
energy, if there was a spacecraft, it probably didn’t get 
here by burning coal. 
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If there had been a new form of power within that 
spaceship, scientists have had years to figure out how it 
worked. Considering that the planet is looking a little 
like a used charcoal briquette, I’m sure those scientists 
wouldn’t be holding anything back, right? 

Instead of running all around the world telling us the 
sky is falling or, more aptly, how the ocean is rising, 
maybe they could find the time to go back to their lavish 
laboratories and build us some useful tools to help with 
the growing calamity of global heating. 

Personally, I think they should spend some time on 
how we are going to bury all those long distance power 
lines in the ground so they escape the freezing rain 
season that seems to be replacing winter. 

I don’t think the insurance industry is all that 
interested in rebuilding the power grid of North America 
every year. 

But then again, they still insure Florida against 
hurricanes. This isn’t a money issue, though; you don’t 
think they’d find a way of raising taxes over this, would 
they? 

Wait a minute; my air conditioning just came back 
on. 



Of course there’s a spaceship in Area 51! Why no 
contact since? Easy! Those aliens are scared to death of 
us. 
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Seeing what a great civilization we had in the 1940s 
with the limited technology we had, and guessing what 
our little minds could probably come up with from the 
parts and things in their ship, they probably figured we’d 
come racing out across the galaxy and kick their asses for 
trespassing on our planet. 

Now that I think about it, I didn’t have a spinach 
salad. It was an authentic Mexican burrito from Taco 
Bell. 

I’m sure, as with everything, scientists will get a 
handle on this hot weather stuff before it gets out of 
hand. As for those new spectacular discoveries, I’m sure 
in the right light a new plasma TV is innovative. 

And when the Klingons remove themselves from 
their bomb shelter and travel to our planet once more to 
see what became of us, they won’t even recognize the 
place. 
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An Open Letter ro the Nobel Foundariori 

With the recent revelation that the Swedish 
Academy honored an ex-SS Nazi soldier by the name of 
Gunter Grass with the award in literature some years 
ago, I must at this time renounce my future award in 
literature from the Nobel Foundation. 

Furthermore, I must ask that none of my work ever 
be read by anyone at the Foundation. This for the simple 
reason that I fear my writing might infect the members 
with a sense of morality and a set of values they might 
find repulsive. 

Sincerely, 

The Peasant Philosopher 
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The Fairy Tale of Jack and the Beanstalk 
(The Updated Canadian Version) 

Jack came from a poor Western Canadian farming 
family. He lived with his mother who was never really 
there because she spent most of her time waiting in a line 
at the doctor’s office for hip surgery. 

Because of high fertilizer costs and the end of the 
Crow Rate, the day finally came when all they were left 
with was one cow. With the interest payment on their 
homestead now due and the kitchen cupboard almost 
bare, Jack’s mother sent him off to market with the cow 
to get the best possible price he could. 

On his way to the market he encountered another 
farmer, who, to make ends meet, had become a butcher. 
The butcher offered to trade Jack 20 bags of wheat for 
the cow. 

“Wow!” Jack blurted out. “That will help us keep 
from starving over the winter!” 

Just as the butcher was about to close the deal with 
Jack, a man from the Canadian Wheat Board showed up 
and said the butcher couldn’t trade the wheat to Jack. 
His reasoning was simple: it would put the integrity of 
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the entire Canadian agricultural industry at risk. And it 
was against the law. 

He also said that he would have to confiscate the 20 
bags of wheat as evidence for the trial. 

As the man from the Canadian Wheat Board walked 
away, wheat in hand, he turned and told the butcher 
that his next payment from the Wheat Board would be 
reduced because of the C.N Rail strike. Apparently, 
because of the strike, the butcher’s last shipment of 
wheat, bought and paid for by “The Board,” couldn’t get 
to the ships in the harbor on the West Coast. And to 
make matters worse, it cost $30,000 each day for those 
ships to sit and wait for his wheat. 

As the man from the Canadian Wheat Board faded 
into the distance, he was heard to call out that it wasn’t 
up to the Board to cover this cost. 

The butcher and Jack looked at each other in 
dismay. 

The butcher apologized to Jack and said all he had 
left to offer him now were five beans. 

Feeling that this was probably as good as it was going 
to get, Jack accepted the beans as payment for the cow. 

Stay tuned for the further adventures of Jack in 
Canada ... 
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The J ourney' Continues... 

Part II 

Another lesson in life was taught to me during the 
same timeframe I was first exposed to my personal 
understanding of what it means to be an artist. It 
happened back in Vancouver. 

Sometimes I think I could have accomplished so 
much more in life if I had grown up in a free and 
prosperous country like the United States. Now, I am not 
complaining. Please don’t get me wrong, but I just think 
I may have been able to contribute more to the world if 
I hadn’t had to spend so much time trying to undo the 
pressure of Canadian society always trying to shape and 
mold me to “Canadian” ideals and standards that— 
really—offer me no room to grow as an individual. 

The pressure in Winnipeg to conform was 
extraordinary. Yet I could never really put my finger on 
the point of its origin. I knew that the isolation of 
Winnipeg from the rest of the country and the rest of the 
world because of its geography was part of the issue, but 
it always seemed to me to be more than that. 

And the reason for that pressure finally gained some 
semblance of meaning in a bar in Vancouver. 
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I asked this really nice girl if she wanted to dance. 
And to my surprise she actually said yes! 

It was while we were moving to the groove of Mr. 
Hammer’s “You Can’t Touch This” that she turned to me 
and asked why people danced so strange here. I guess I 
looked the West Coast-type already! And I had only 
been there three months! 

I asked what she meant. 

“Well,” she replied, “you guys don’t dance like they 
do in the music videos on TV.” 

I asked where she was from. 

“Winnipeg!” she said with a smile. 

After the song was over I thanked her for the dance. 
But really I was saying thank you for much more. 

It is this perspective of my home town of Winnipeg 
that will always be the reason I look to the horizon for a 
better understanding of the world around me. 

Perhaps it was a good thing I grew up where I did. 
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The Feminists Were Right By' Far All Along! 

I can deal with a liberated woman. 

I can support the ideas of a liberal lady. 

But I can’t understand nor tolerate the hate of the 
university gender-theorist (feminist). 

Sure, they hate the idea that “women” is spelled with 
an E instead of a Y. Womyn! They can’t stand that the 
natural world around them is built in a hierarchical 
structure! Tear it down! Replace it with a sharing circle. 
Our bodies are not yours! Reproduction is a singular 
obligation and not to be debated by men or society. 

We want abortion on demand! 

They hate the idea of one man for one woman in the 
concept of the family. They believe that the betterment 
of the species is best driven by multiple partners. Unique 
family relationships are central to their idea of society! 

It goes on and on. 

Wow! 



167 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



I sure was wrong about the ideas within the political 
left in this world. Their ideas are not all that bad ... from 
a male chauvinistic pig’s perspective, that is. 

Let’s just think about this whole idea for a moment, 
shall we? 

A male who has just turned 37 has yet to settle 
down. He wouldn’t touch parenthood with a stick that 
stretches from here to Tokyo. Just think of the money 
he’s saved by not having to pay for two households at 
once. No eventual lawyers’ fees, court fees or alimony. 

That sports car is easily paid for by now. 

He doesn’t have to wake up to a spouse who’s 
overweight and cranky and an emotional mess from the 
disaster that life has become. 

On top of all that, with the money he has now saved 
he can date much younger women in their early and 
mid-twenties. These younger women are certainly more 
fun and definitely much more appealing than some old 
hag in her 30s. 

Isn’t academic theory wonderful! 

And should that young lady happen to get pregnant, 
just follow the wisdom of feminist teachings and 
encourage the abortion option. There are no 
ramifications at all for him in this whole abortion issue— 
not physical, spiritual or mental—and this comes from 
their own literature on the subject! 
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Besides, even if there are, he won’t have to deal with 
them. When and if these consequences occur, he’ll 
probably be at the big game with the rest of his buddies 
of like mind, sharing a beer and a good laugh, each 
equally splitting the price of the luxury box! 

All of which brings me to my point: 

I am not a feminist nor am I a chauvinistic pig, but 
the battle between these two useless positions has 
definitely had a profound affect on my ability to date a 
nice girl. Now that I am almost 40, I think I am finally 
ready to settle down. 

Yes, I’m going to go find myself a nice girl in a new 
country untainted by this hate, someone I can trust. 

As for the feminists and the male chauvinistic pigs 
out there, I’m sure life in a place as driven by feminism 
as Canada is has definitely been one big hoot-er! 
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I Wont Take a Shot of That 

As a writer, I often use a catalyst to help me search 
out those lines of thought that might not always be 
forthcoming should I be sober. And for me only the best 
will do. That is why I like to drink Crown Royal. 

Analogously, I have always equated Crown Royal 
with the late Pierre Elliott Trudeau. Both are smooth 
and often came with a potent twist. Aged with a fine 
flavor, distinctly Canadian. Each capable of biting back 
hard if you ever got the better of them (if that was even 
possible). And never was a bitter taste left in one’s 
mouth, even after a night of overindulgence, as long as 
you respected the integrity and principles of each. 

But Stephane Dion ... you remind me of that non¬ 
alcoholic beer sold at every corner grocery store in 
Canada. 

It sells, but really, what purpose does it serve? 
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A. Simple Motto to Live By' 



Sometimes in life, one has to shake the tree to see 
what kind of fruit falls to the ground ... 

... and when it does, make sure that the intellectual 
and academic debate that follows is never muddied up by 
issues of sex and race. 

Serious thinking must always rise above duality and 
division. 
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Statistics Canada? 

More Like Statistical Nonsense 

In a press release two months ago, Statistics Canada 
stated that each Canadian was worth $132,000. This 
figure generated by some mathematical wizardry from 
the confines of the impenetrable office space they 
occupy somewhere in the bureaucratic rabbit hole of the 
Canadian government. 

Then today I was told in their most recent press 
release that each Canadian now owed $171,032 due to 
the combined debt within Canada by all levels of 
government for future and present commitments. 

How does any of this help my mother whose monthly 
income currently stands at $325? 

Is there something to be learned by this waste of time 
and effort? 

Lies are a natural end result when a society can no 
longer prosper and grow! 
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The Truth is Always Revealed 
When You Least Expect It 

I was in Northern Canada the other day, traveling 
west on the Yellowhead Highway, when I decided I 
needed to stop and have a small little something for 
breakfast. 

I went into the Yellowhead Motor Hotel in 
Edmonton and sat myself down in a chair that did not 
really feel all that comfortable. I was offered a cup of 
coffee and a menu. Like I said, I wasn’t that hungry and 
the children’s breakfast was just what I needed. It was 
only $4.50 but it offered enough food to get me to my 
next stop. 

I told the waitress what I wanted but she insisted I 
find something else. She said I couldn’t have it because I 
wasn’t the right age. It would seem that 12 was the 
“make or break” number we were going for here. Now, 
many who know me may disagree with the waitress (my 
inquisitiveness and optimism for the future—on 
occasion—mirrors that of a 12-year-old’s) but that day 
she would have none of it. 

I asked what I could have that was not that big and 
they offered me the adult breakfast special for $4.25. By 
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now the manager had joined us. I pointed out to both of 
them that the children’s special cost more than the adult 
breakfast and stated I was willing to pay the extra 
amount to get what I wanted. But again I was turned 
down, flat as a pancake. The manager said it was the 
rules and that I could not order that item since I was not 
the right age. 

Well, I ate my adult breakfast special but I still 
couldn’t understand the resistance to my idea of ordering 
the children’s breakfast. Just to see how far their logic 
really went here, in this Aurora Borealis of the Far 
North, as I was paying the bill I asked the manager if 
they had a seniors’ menu. But she was more on the ball 
than I had thought and blunted that line of questioning 
with a cold and crisp “No!” 

As I headed west again on the Number 16 Highway, 
I ended up at the Husky in Hinton, Alberta with that 
episode of chicanery still on my mind. So there I sat in 
my big-rig, taking in the whole scene that lay before me: 
the Rocky Mountains to my left, the clear blue sky—and 
that big Canadian flag flapping in the wind. As my eyes 
slowly gazed downwards to the building —there it was. 

After years of wondering why I had so much trouble 
communicating with the people I was born into, these 
same people whom I have called neighbor for the last 3 7 
years, I could finally understand what makes Canadians 
so different from the rest of the world—and me. 

It all made sense now. 
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I could tell you, but it wouldn’t be right. However, if 
you are ever in Hinton, Alberta and you end up behind 
the Husky in the extreme westernmost truck-parking 
stalls, gaze up at the big Canadian flag and the Husky 
building itself. 

Take it all in and if you’re perceptive enough, you will 
understand what it is that makes Canada and Canadians 
so different. 

I always knew it was something, but never could I 
have imagined that it would involve something so 
fundamental. 




175 


















vp:Layout 1 30/09/2007 4:33 PM P 




When The End Does Come Who Will Care? 

And the garden still grows and the world continues to 
spin....This story begins on the 8th day. 

I have just returned to Saskatoon from a round trip 
that took me through Butte, Idaho Falls, San Francisco, 
Seattle, Vancouver and Edmonton. All this was 
accomplished in only 7 days. For most people who drive 
a truck that would be considered fast. 

But for me that was a comfortable drive. 

As soon as I got through the door, I put pen to paper 
(well, finger to keyboard), and typed off an essay, as I 
often do when I come off the road. This particular essay 
was good enough, I thought, for publication. So no 
sooner than I had finished it, I sent it off to a paper in 
England for their consideration. 

I thought it might be a neat idea to let the people 
across the pond know there is still some serious thought 
going on over here. 

As usual, after I emailed it I turned my attention to 
something else on the web. 
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Now, before I tell you the rest of the story, I must 
interject with a thought... 

I will definitely say things were better in the olden 
days. At least when you sent a piece off, there was a 
period of time before you got either (a) a rejection letter 
or (b) a copy of that magazine, paper or newsletter with 
your article ensconced in its print. 

From my younger years I remember how the whole 
process of the publishing industry worked. It could take 
weeks before it all got resolved one way or the other. But 
that was part of the fun. That time spent waiting 
between the moment you sent the piece off to the time 
you were notified of its acceptance or denial was the 
greatest part of being a writer. It allowed for the 
anticipation, the wonder, and the excitement to build to 
a crescendo until finally the answer was supplied at a 
point of such emotional euphoria that any answer 
received quenched the thirst of the question “why do I 
write?” It didn’t matter if the answer was “yes” or “no.” 

That period of time was integral to the process of 
creating, learning and discovering. It was also an 
important part of being human. 

Now, with all that said, you can imagine my surprise 
when my inbox rang with the salutation “You’ve Got 
Mail,” after no more than two minutes had ticked off the 
clock that sits atop my desktop. 

Now, I thought perhaps this was just an automated 
system telling me that my article had been received and 
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that it would be given its just due at a later date. 

But believe it or not, it was a typed reply from a lady 
who said “thanks, but no thanks.” My essay wasn’t 
suitable. 

Well, I was floored, to say the least. 

I emailed her back right away asking if she had 
actually read the whole piece. I mean, the entire article 
ran about three pages. 

She promptly replied stating she had not, just the 
first couple of sentences. And that “within those few 
syllables, words and phrases,” she knew the piece was not 
worth their time and certainly not worth printing. 

Well. I couldn’t believe it. An essay that I had been 
thinking about for over 3800 miles and 7 days was given 
less time than it would’ve taken her to put on lipstick! 

But before I could properly respond to her with a 
letter of importance—the telephone rang. It was my 
company telling me they had another load going south. 
I decided this would give me ample time to come up with 
some suitable response to what I thought of her and her 
type... 

...Grab my stuff out the door I go... into the taxi cab... 
there’s my truck...I hook up to a new trailer and before I 
know it I’m driving the Interstate in America.... Behind the 
wheel, adventure everywhere around, that’s where I belong.... 
The quiet time needed alone so I can think.... My mind begins 
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to churn and thoughts begin to form...never taking my eyes 
off the road ahead.... 

I mean, I could have put anything into the main 
body of that article. I could have afforded her and her 
readers great philosophical insight about the need to 
avoid the self-fulfilling prophecy of doom that both 
science and religion are tumbling towards. No matter 
what each side calls it, be it Global Warming or 
Armageddon, each dutifully sticks to the written 
mythological script of annihilation. Or perhaps I could 
have entailed within the entrails of that essay the story 
of leveraged arbitrage, a simple tale of duality and 
dichotomy that, if taken too far, will end us all in a world 
of financial ruin! 

But she’ll never know because in those few sentences 
she decided she knew everything. And with that she 
summed up for me the collective predicament we all face 
in this post-modern, post-industrial, I-have-no time, I- 
know-everything Western world. 

Left turn, take it wide...miss the curb. 

In that single exchange with this nameless, faceless 
person who sat across the ocean from me, I knew that 
the world I live in is floundering in a heap of trouble. I 
could see that—in her mind—she had all the answers. 
No matter the context or the type of question asked, she 
had the answers for everything. 

She is now my new poster child. I’ve torn up my 
pictures of Africa. I’ve tossed away the newspaper 
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clippings of Tiananmen Square. I’m sorry, Tibet, but 
you’ll have to find independence on your own without 
any help from me. 

My new cause celebre is the Western World. 

You see, in that simple little action of rejection she 
embodies the Western world. She epitomizes our 
distorted answers and reasons given to the question of 
“why?” And in doing all this, she forced me to write and 
see for myself what is wrong with the world today. 

In the distance I see the traffic backing up, ease off the 
throttle slow it down a notch... 

Unfortunately the problems are vast and deep...I hope 
you have been able to keep up with my illumination here 
within. If not here is a quick recap of some of the things I’ve 
seen so far on this journey.... 

Many today have gotten into the habit of thinking 
that the answers to life’s questions and mysteries can all 
be explained by simply reducing everything we know 
down to its finest parts. Like a single grain of sugar or a 
simple little particle. We invest the time, money and 
effort of millions of people in this physical quest that 
truly only a very few understand or care about. 

We spend billions of dollars on a particle accelerator 
called C.E.R.N. that will have no practical purpose 
except to allow—for a single moment of Plank time— 
something (but we won’t know what) to exist. 
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We consume the greatest minds on earth with one 
specific task, pooling their collective talent so we can 
document for all time the sequence of all human DNA, 
hoping that when all is said and done this will reveal 
once and for all nothing less than the secret of life. The 
secret revealed in a line of code littered with little letters, 
be they T, L or M. 

Oh, where is my copy of the Hitchhiker’s Guide to the 
Galaxy when I need it? 

And when all the questions have been answered, 
these points of view, backed up by their statistics, will 
stand tall among the greatest achievements man has 
ever accomplished. Answers that will never be thrown 
away or altered, even if something new should be found 
to contradict these findings. If our new ideas don’t fit the 
old, throw away the new! 

There are deer running parallel with the road up 
ahead...keep a sharp eye...but don’t spook them....no sudden 
movements and turn the Jake brakes off... 

Surprisingly, no one has yet put forth the notion that 
most of the answers we seek today really are nothing 
more than an end—and not a beginning, as most are 
lead to believe. And what about the fact that certain 
questions that are being asked seek out answers which 
can only be someone else’s vision and belief of the 
ultimate question: “Why?” 

Damn they’re crossing!! Don’t weave and don’t turn the 
wheel!! Slam the brakes! Just don’t hit them and kill them!!! 
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If there are those who do not agree with these 
answers to the question “why?” or those who won’t 
accept these answers as their own, the issue will be 
resolved by violence and war. Debate and discussion 
belong to the fools who believe in the past. In fact, in 
many circles, questions are of no concern to almost 
everyone anymore. It is all about who is right. It is all 
about everyone agreeing to the uniqueness of the same 
answer. 

Everyone read from the same page! And this mantra 
is enforced by the notion that right equals might once 
again. 

A world so complex that it drives everyone to such 
extremes that everyone is so insane it’s almost funny. A 
world that finds itself in a perpetual, neverending war. 
The individual enlisted as a foot soldier the moment he 
leaves his home to go to school and is only discharged 
the day he dies. The individual constantly fighting an 
internal battle with himself over his constantly changing 
desires and wants, all the while being forced to take sides 
in that greater fight by joining one of the many differing 
tribes, groups, nations and states that battle it out day in 
and day out for supremacy and power upon this earth. 

And even when the peace treaties are signed and the 
conferences are completed and the handshakes are 
affirmed, everyone then turns to other weapons of war. 
Words, ideas, markets and money—all are tools when 
people have had enough of the endless amounts of blood 
running in the streets. But to be sure, bombs, bullets and 
death will return when the time is right. 


182 


















vp:Layout 


e 


1 30/09/2007 


4:33 PM 



Okay, missed them...collect yourself and get going... 
shift... 

Don’t go too far with your questions of “why,” some 
say today! If God is not spelled with a capital G and does 
not reside in the centre of the universe—or should Allah 
be pictured somewhere, anywhere—all bets are off! It is 
better to have our version of civilization than live in one 
we disagree with. So if we don’t get our way, we’ll wreck 
it for everyone! 

Is it my imagination or do science and religion both 
worship at the same alter of invisible particles? 

Like the gears grinding when I miss a shift in the truck, I 
see the pillars that support the institutions of Western 
civilization shifting upon the sand...the questions always 
change...yet the answers all remain the same.... Drop a gear, 
I’m speeding...I see a radar trap up ahead... 

The question of “why?” gets muddied up even 
further with public debate and discourse shaped by the 
narrow view of a few extremists who have the ear of the 
elected official, the television executive or the university 
chairperson. From the continent of Europe and the 
islands of the United Kingdom to the western shores of 
North America that stand against the waters of the 
Pacific, the public domain and the public purse are 
guided by this invisible hand. The few who are well 
connected and carry with them points of view that are 
only adhered to by their cult-like followers are the ones 
to offer us the general answers to the question “why?” 
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This generalized answer for the question “why?” is no 
more noticeable or emblematic than what can be found 
in a country like Canada. I ask you, the reader, how you 
can offer the world leadership and guidance if you, as 
Canadians, are unwilling to look inward upon yourself 
and your fellow citizens to examine your own 
shortcomings and faults? 

Wow, look at the time...I haven’t stopped for 6 straight 
hours. My stomach is crying out for food... 

And in the end now, I say what a shame it is—we 
came so close to understanding “why?” only to have it all 
end before it really began over a simple matter of 
miscommunication and unbridgeable duality. 

It’s funny, but even if we do come up with the final 
answer to these really important questions, it will never 
have any meaning to those who are not the ones 
searching out these particular avenues of thought. More 
importantly, many of the questions being asked today 
have nothing to do with us. They have more to do with 
things. With stuff. With the physical world that offers no 
clue as to who we are. 

In essence, our questions have lost much of their 
human quality and meaning. 

Okay, only two exits up and on my left...it’s a truck stop 
with lots of parking... it’s a pull-through spot so there’s no need 
to back up...it’s my lucky day....air brakes on, key off..the 
RPMs drop to 0... Out the door I go....Wow! Almost forgot 
the WIFI laptop...I close the door behind me. 
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But it doesn’t have to be that way. Others might be 
happy and content with a short cut. 

Don’t bother me with the details—just cut to the 
chase! That is a slogan that they can have and keep. 

To me, it still boils down to the individual, the 
observer, the philosopher. 

And this is where my idea of virtual philosophy 
comes in. With the notion of extremes everywhere, with 
their belief in simple answers to the questions that we all 
have a vested interest in, most don’t need or want small, 
restrictive viewpoints anymore. What virtual philosophy 
does is help to frame our questions and answers around 
what is important: us, the human being. 

We the people don’t need simple answers to big 
questions. Or fancy cars. And don’t even mention that 
big house. We just want to be happy and free. 

There’s the counter at my restaurant. The special today 
is spaghetti and meatballs...as I sit down everyone there 
smiles and says “hi”... 

What we need is a place where everyone’s answers to 
all questions concerning “why?” can be accommodated, 
no matter how long (or short) they may be. And more 
than anything else, the answers themselves must reflect 
the reasons we are asking the questions. 

As for the we, in me, this peasant... 
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It’s always been about long answers to hard, complex 
questions. As you can see through most of this work, 
there are not really that many answers. But for me as a 
philosopher, it’s never really about the answers. It’s about 
defining the space in the middle that provides the most 
interesting and important questions. 

And with that, I’ll leave you with one of the many 
questions that surround me. 

The first person who can answer the following skill- 
testing question and provide the publisher of this book 
with the correct seven-word answer wins a prize. You can 
only enter once and the prize will be revealed only to the 
winner. 

The question is: “Where is the ring that belongs to 
the greatest love of my life located today?” 

To help you out, I will even give you the first word of 
the seven-word sentence. 

“In...” 

The rest is up to you. 

Boy, I hope you’ve read more than the first sentence 
of anything I’ve ever written. 

Cheers! 
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